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LALLA ROOKH. 


tr* the eleifenth vear of the reign of Aurung&ebe, 
Abdala, King of the Lesser Buchoria, a lineal deecend- 
ant finin the Grcat Zingis, kaving abdicated the tluone 
in favor of his son, set out on a pilgrim&ge to the Şiirine 
of the Prophet; and, passing into indin through the 
delightful valley of Cashmere, rested for a short time 
at Delili on his way. He was entertai ne d by Aurungze- 
be in a style of magnificent hospitoiity, worthy alike of 
Uıe yisiter and the hoşt, and was aftemrards escorted 
witlı the same splendor to Surat, where he cmbarked 
fbr Arabi», During the stay of the Royal Pılgrim at 
Delhi, a marmge was agreed npon between the Prince, 
his son, and the yotıngest daughter of the Emperor, 
Lalla Rookİı; — a Princess described by the poets of 
her time as more beautiful than Leila, Sh irine, Dewilde, 
or any of tlıose heroines whose namea and loves em- 
bellish the songs of Persia and Hindostan* |t was 
intended that the nuptials should he celebrated at Cnsh- 
mere 5 where the young King, as soon aa the cares çf 
empire would permi t, was to meet, for the liret time, his 
lovely bride, and after a few monlhs’ repose in that 
enchanting valley, eonduct her över the snowy Müs 
into Bucharia, 

The day of Lalla Rookh’s departure from Delhi waa 
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Ets splendid as eunshıne aııd pageantry eouid make İt* 
The bazaars and batba were dİ covered with tlıe rîckest 
tapestry; hmıdreds of gilded barges upon the Jurnna 
fioated with their banners shimng in the mtter; Tabile 
through the streets groups of beautiful chlldren went 
etrcıving the most delitioua flowexs around, as in that 
Ferdan festival called the Scattering of the Roses; till 
every part of the city was as fragıtmt as if a caravan 
of mask frorn Klıotcn îıad pasaed through it The 
Princess, having taken leave of her lıind father, who at 
parting hung a cornelian of Yem an roond her neck, on 
whicli was inscribed a verse frorn the Koran, and having 
sent a eonsiderablo present to the Fdrirs 3 whö kep t np 
the Perpetual Lamp in her sistePs tomb, meekly aacend- 
e d tha palankeen prepnred for her; and> whıle Aunıng- 
zebe etood to take a last look frorn lıis balcony, the 
procession moved slowly on the road to Lahore. 

Seldom had tlıe Eastem \vorld seen a cavalcade so 
BUperü Frorn the gardens in the snhurbs to tlıe Lnpe- 
rial palace, it wna one nnbroken üne of splendor. The 
gallant appearance of the Rajahs and Mogul lorda> dis- 
tinguisbed by thoae insignia of the Emperofs favor, 
the feathers of tlıe egret of Caahmere in their turbana, 
and the small silver-rimmed kettle-dmms at the bowe 
of their saddles?— the costîy armor of their cavalier^ 
mdıo vıed, on this occasion, w itli the guards of the great 
Keder Khan, in the brightnesfl of Öıeir öüver batüe-axes 
and the massinees of tlıeir raaces of gold; — the güt- 
tering of the guilt pinenpplea on tlıe topa of tlıe palan- 

keens ;_the embroidered trappings of the elepbants, 

bearing on their backa small turrets, in the jriıape of 
litüe antkpıe temples, within whicb tlıe Ladies of Lalla 
Rooklı by as it were enshrincd; — the rose-colored 
veib of the Princcss’s own sumptuous litter, at the front 
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of which a ıaîr yoımg female slave sat fanning her 
tiırough tîıe curtains, with featlıers of the Argus pheas- 
rnıfs wing; and the lovely troop of Tartarian and 
Cashmerian malda of lıonor, whom tlıe young King had 
sent to accompnny his İtride* and who rode on caclı sido 
of the litter, upon amali Arabian horses; —ali was 
brilliant, tasteful, and nıagnificent, and pleased çven 
the criticnl and fastidious Fadladeen, Great Nazir, or 
Chamberlain of the Haram, who was horne in his palan- 
heen immediatoly after the Princess, and considered 
himself not the Jeast importnnt personage of the 
pageant 

Fadladecn was a jııdge of every tiıing, — from the 
pencilling of a Circassiaıfs eyelids to the deepest ques- 
tions of science and literatüre j from the mixture of a 
eonserve of rose-Ieaves to tlıe composition of an epic 
poem; and such influence had his opinion upon the 
various tastes of tlıe day, that ali the cooks and poets 
of Delhi stood in awe of hini. IIis political conduct 
and opinions were foumled upon that linç of Sadi, — 
u Should tlıe Prİnce at noonday say, It is night, declare 
that yon behold the moon and stars. 1 * — And his zeal 
for religion, of which Aurungzebe a munificent 
proteetor, was about as dişinle reste d as that of tlıe gold- 
emith wîıo fell in İove w-ith the diamond ey es of the 
klol of Jaghernaut 

Dnring the first days of theîr journey, Dalla Roohh, 
who had passed ali her Jife wİÜıin the shacbw of the 
Royal Gardens of Delili, found enough in the boauty 
of the scenery througk which tlıey passed to ınterest 
her mind, and deiight her imagmation \ and when at 
evening, or in the heat of the day, they turne d off from 
the hıglı road to tîıose retired and romantie places whîch 
had be en selected for her encsmpments, — eometimea 
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on tlıe baııks of a amali millet, as clear as tHe watera 
of the Lake of Poarl; sometimea undor the sacred 
ehade of a Bünyan tree, from which tlıe view opened 
upon a glade covered with antelopes; and often m those 
hidden, emboıvered spots 3 deserîbsd by one from the 
Isloa of the West, as « places of melancholy, delight, 
and safcty, where ali the company. around was wild 
peacocks and turtle-doves — she fia ehem in theae 
ecenes, so lovely and so neıv to her, wkich, for a time, 
made her indifferent to every other amusement But 
Lalla Rookh wn s young , and the young love variety 
nor could tlıe eonveraation of her Ladies and the Great 
CharnberJaiDj Fadladeen, (tlıe only person, of conrse, 
adımtted to her pavillion,) snfEciently enHven those 
marıy vacant lıours, which were devûted jıeıther to tlıe 
pillow nor the palankeen. There was a little Persi an 
Bİave who su ng sweetly to the Vina, and wlıo, no w and 
then, lullcd the Princess to sleep w;th the ancient dit- 
tiea of her conntry, about the loves of Wajnak and 
Em^the fairdıaired Zal and his mıstrcsa Rodahver; 
not forgetting the combat of Rustam with tlıe terrible 
WMte Demom At otlıer times she was amuaed by 
those graceful dancing giriş of Delhi, who had be en 
permitted by the Bramins of the Great Pagoda to attend 
her, mueh to the horror of the good Mnssuhnan Fad¬ 
ladeen, who coııld see notlıing graceful or agreeable in 
ıdolatera, and to whom the very tinkling of their golden 
anklets was an abomination* 

But these and many other diversions were repeot&d 
till they tost ali their cİıarm, and the nights and neon- 
days were beginning to move heavily, Tvhen, at lengtb, 
İt w as recoUected that, aroong the attendants sent by the 
bridegıoom, was a young poet of Cashmere, mııch eel- 
ebrated thıoughout the Valtoy for his manner of reci- 
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tmg the Stones of the E&st, on whom l is Royal Master 
had confcrred the pıdviîege of bcing admitted to the 
pavülion of the Princess, that he uıight lıelp to beguile 
the tediousness of the journey by some of his raost 
agıeeable recitals, At the mention of a poct, Fad- 
Jadeen elevated his critical eyebroıvs, and, haviııg re- 
fresİıed his faculties wîth a dose of that deiicious ppimn 
whiclı İs distUled" from the blaek poppy of the Thebais, 
gave orders for Üıe minstrel to be forthıvith introduced 
into tbcir preseme e. 

The Princess, who had önce in her life seen a poct 
from behind the sereens of gauze in her Father’e hail, 
and had conceived from thatspecimen no veıy tâvorable 
ideas of the Caste, cxpected but little in this new ex- 
hibiüon to interest ner;—s he felt inclmed, however, to 
alter her opiııion on Lhe very Erat appearance of Fera- 
morz. He wa s a youth about Lalla Rooklfs own age, 
and graceful îts that idol of women, CrisUna* — euch as 
he appears to fcheir young mıagiuations, heroıc, beau- 
tiful, breathing music from his very ey es, and exaltmg 
the rehgion of lıis vrorshippers into love« His dress 
w as simple, yet not vvithout some marka of costliness ; 
and the Ladica of the Prineess were not long in dis- 
covering tirat tim eloth, whieh encircled his high Tar¬ 
ladan cap, was of the most deJicate Idnd that the shawl 
goats of Tibet supply, Here and dıere, too, över his 
vestj whiclı w as confined by a dozere d girdi e of Kashan, 
lıuııg strings of fine pearl, disposed wilh an air of 
etudied negligence; — nor did the exquisito embroidery 
of his sandala es cap e the observation of tirese fair erit- 
İcs; wlıo, howevcr they might give way to Fadladeen 
upon the ianimportant topics of religion and govemmenfc, 
had the s pirit of martyrs in every tlıing relating to euch 
momente u a matters as jewels and embroidery. 


















Por the purpose of relieving tîıe pauses of recitation 
by music, the yoııng Cashmerian bel d in his band a 
kitar j such m, in old times, the Arab maids of the 
West used to listen to by moonllghfc in the gardens of 
the Alhambra— and, having premised, with jrtnch 
hnmility, that the story he was ab on t to relate wae 
fonnded on the adventures of that Veiled Prophet of 
Khoraasan, who, in the year of the ITegira 163* created 
euch alarm throughout the E as tere Bmpire, made an 
©beis; .ace to the Princesa, and thua begm : — 


















İD 


THE VEELED PROPHET OF KHÖRASSAR 

İn that delightful Province of the Sun, 

The first of Persiarı landa he shines ııponj 
W here ali the loveliest ehil dren of his beam, 
Floıv’reta and fruits blnslı över evbj stream, 

And, faîreat of ali streams, tlıe Murga roves 
Among Merou’s bright palacea and groves; -— 

Tlıere on that throne, to which the blind belief 
Of mülions raise d higis sat the Prophet-CMef, 

The Great Mokamın, O’er his featurea hung 
The Veil, the Silver Veil, whiclı he had flung 
Tn merey there, to hide from mortal sight 
His dazzling brow, tül man could bear ita iight. 

For, far less luminousj his votaries said, 

Wer e ev’n the gleame, miraculouely shed 

O’er Moussa’s clıeek, when down the Mount he trodj 

AH glowing from tlıe presence of his God i 


On eîther side* with ready hearts and hands, 

His chosen guard of bol d Believera atanda ; 

Yoııng fire-eyed disputants, nho deem their aworda, 
On points of faith, more element than words; 

And such their zefd, tHre ’s not a youth with brand 
Uplifted there, but, at ihe ChiePs command, 

Would make his own devoted he art Its sheath, 

And bless the lips that doomM so dear a death! 

In hatred to the Caliph’s hue of night, 

Their vesture s helens and all } is snowy wîüte î 
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Their woapons varîous — some equipp , d, for speed, 
With javelins of the light Katliama reed; 

Or bowa of buffalo bom and slıining quivers 
FıU’d with tlıe steras that bloom on Iran’s rivera; 
Wlıile eonıe, for wur T s more terrible attacks, 

Wîeıd the lı^ye ınace amî pondhous battle-axe; 
And as they wave aloft in morning’s boam 
The nıilk-wlıite plumage of their iıelms, tİıcy seem 
Like a chenar-tree grove when vinter throws 
O'er ali ite tufted heads ite feath’rmg sumvs* 


Between the porphyry pıllars, that uphold 
The nch moresqne-work of the roof of gold, 

Aloft the Harami curtain’d galleriea rise, 

Where through the silken netıvork, gîancing ey es, 
From time to time, liko sudden gleams that glow 
Through autumu clouds, shine o’er the pomp belovv, — 
What impious tongue, ye blushing saints, would da re 
To iıint that aught but Heav’n had placed you tlıere ? 
Or that the loves of this Üght world could bmd, 

In their gross chaîn, youx Prophefs soaring ınhıd ? 

No — wrongful tlıought I — commissioıfd from above 
To people Eden’s bowers with shapes of love, 
(Creaturos so briglıt, that the same Jips and eyes 
Tkey wear on earth will serve in Paradise,) 

Tlıere to reci ine araong Heav’n’s native maids, 

And crown th s Elect ıvith blıss that never fades — 
Well hath the Prophet Clıief his bidding done 5 
And ev*ry bcauteoua mce beneatlı the sun, 

From tlıose who kneel at Bralıma’a buming founts, 

To the freslı nymphs bounding o’er Yemeni mounte; 
From P ersi a-s eyes of fail and fewn-like ray, 

To tlıe small haif-slıut glances of Kathay; 
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And Georgiu*s bloomj and Azab’s darker smîles, 

And the gold ringlets of Üıe Westem Isles ; 

Ali, ali are tlıere; — each Laad ita fiower hatlı giı on, 
T o form that fair young Nursery for Heav’n! 


But why this pageant no w ? — thîs arnfd ortay ? 
What trmmph crowds the rich Divan to-day 
With t urban 1 d heads, of evhy hue and rcce, 
Boıving before that veiPd and awful face, 

Like tulip-beds, of dhFrent shape and dyes. 
Bendin g beneath th* invisible West-wmd’s sighs! 
What ne vv-made mystery now 3 for Faith to aign, 
And bîood to eeal, as gemine and divlne, 

What duzzling mimicry of God s s own power 
Hath the bold Prophet plann’d to gıace this lıour ? 


Not such the pageant now T though not less proud; 
Yon warrior yoııtfı, advandng frora the crowd, 

With sil ver bow, with belt of broider’d crape, 

And fur-bound bonnet of Bucharian shape, 

So fiercely beautiful in form and eye 3 
Like ^va^s wild planet in a smnmer sky j 
That ymıth to-day, — a proselyte, ıvorth hordes 
Of cooler spidts'and less practised swords, — 

Is come to jom, ali bravery and belief, 

The creed and Standard of the heav’n-sent Chief 


Though few his years, the West already knows 
Young Azim’s fame ; — beyond th* Olympian snowa, 
Ere manîıood darken 3 d o 3 er his downy cheek, 
O’enrhelm d in fight, and captive to the Greek, 
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He hnger’d there, tîll peace dıssolved his chaina; — 
Oh, who could, e’en in bondage, tread the plains 
Of glorious Greece, nor feel his spirit rise 
Kindling witlıin him ? who, with heait and ey es, 
Could walk wheıe liberty had been, nor see 
The skming footprmts of her Deily, ^ 

Nor feel those godlike breathings in the air, 

Which mııtely told her spirit had been there ? 

Not he, that youthful wamor, — ııo, too well 
For his souPs quiet WGrk ? d £Jd awak’mng speîl; 

And now, returaing to his ovvn dear Jand, 

Fail of those dreaıns of good that, vainly grand, 
Haunt Üıe young heart, — proud vîewa of human kind 
Of men to Gods exaîted and refined, — 

Falso viewsj İdce that horizon’s fair deceit, 

Where earth and hcav’n but secm, alas, to meet! — 
Soon as he heard an Ar m Dirine wb s raised 
To right the nations, and b ebe İd, emblazed 
On tbe wlııtc flag, Mokanna’s hoşt unfurl’d, 

Those vvords of sunshrae 3 u Freedonı to the World/* 
At önce his faith, his aword, his sotd oh ey"d 
Tlf inspiring summons | cvery ekosen blade 
That fought beneatlı that bannefs sacred text 
Seem’d doııbly edged, for this world and tlıc next; 
And ne’er did Faİtb with her amooth bandage bind 
Ey e s more devoutly willing to be blind, 

In virtue’a cause ; — never was soul inspired 
W itli livelier trust in vvlıat it raost desıred, 

TL an his 3 th T enthusiasi there, who kneelmg, pale 
With pions awe, before that Sil ver Ve il, 

Bclieves the form, to which he bends his knee, 

Some pııre, redeeming an gel, sent to free 
This fetteı’d world from every bond and staim 
And bring its primal glories back agahı î 
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Lqw üb yoımg Azim knelt 7 that motley crowd 
Of ali earth’s rntiona eunk the knec and boVtl, 

VVith slıouts of “ Alla 1 n echoing long and loud; 
While Jıigh in air, above the Prophet’s head 3 
Hondreds of banners, to the sunbeam spread, 

W aved, like the wings of the white birds that fan 
The flying throne of stor-taught Sol i man. 

Tlıen thııs he epoke :— tL Stranger, though ne w the frarnö 
Thy soul İnhabits no w, I Ve track’d İta fteme 
For many an age, in evhy c hane e and change 
Of that eniştence, tJıroııglî whose vade d range, — 

As throtıgh a torclı-race, where 3 from iıand to kand 
The üying youths trans mit tlıeir slıining brand, 

From fnmıe to fmme the unextirîguish , d soul 
Eapidly passes, tül İt reach the goal î 


“ Nor think * tıs only the gross Spirits, warm’d 
With duskier fire and for earth’s rnedıum fbrmM, 
That nm this course: — Beings, the most divitle, 
Thus deign throııgh d ark mortality to skine. 

Sach was the Eksence that in Adam dwelt, 

To which ali Heav’n, escept the Proud Öne, knelt: 
Such the r dine d InteHigence that gîow ? d 
İn MoussaV frame > — and, thence deacending, flowM 
Throngh many a ProphePs breast;— in Issa siıone, 
And iıı Moharmned bunfd; till, hasfning on, 

(As a bright river that, from fail to faE 
In many a maze descendlng, brignt through ali, 

Finds some faır regıon where, eaeh labyrinth pasaM, 
in one full lake of light it rests at last,) 

That Holy Spİrit, settimg calm and free 
From lapse or shadow f centres ali İn me! * 
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Ağam, throughûttt tir* assembly at tlıese warda, 
Thousands of voices mng: the ırarrima* swords 
Were pointed up to heaven j a sudden wind 
In Üı* öpen bamıers play’d, and from behînd 
Those Persiaıı hangings, that bot ili cotıld screen 
The Haranfs lovelhıess, white handa were seen 
Wnmg embıoidered scarfs, whose motion gave 
A perfume forth—like those the Houris wave 
When beck’ning to their bow J ıs th* iınmortal Brave- 

“ But these, î3 puraued the Chiefj “&re trntha subliın^ 
That elaim a holler mood and calraer üme 
T han earth allows ııs no w ; — tfıis sword nıust first, 
Tlıe darkling pristm-house of Mankind îmrst, 

Ere 3 3 eace can visıt them, or TruLh let in 
Her ıvakening daylight on a world of sin. 

But then, — celestial warriors 3 then, when ali 
Earthb shrinea and tbronea before our banner fail; 
When the glad Slave shall at tkese feet lay down 
His brokeıı chain, the tyrant Loıd lıis crown 3 
The Priest lıis book, the Conqueror his ırreath, 

And from the lips of Tratlı one ıırighty breatlı 
Shallj like a wfcirlwind, scatter in its bre eze 
That whoîe dark pile of huınan mockeries; —- 
Then shall the reign of tnind commenco on earth, 

And starting fresh as İrora a second birth, 

Man, in tlıe sımshine of the worId’s new spring, 

Shall walk transparent, like some holy thing î . 

Then, too, yotır Prophet from his angel brow 
Shall cast the Teil that Mdes its splendors now, 

And gladden’d Earth shall, through her wide espanae, 
Bask in the'glories of this countenance! 




















LALLA RÖQKH. 


25 


(< For thee, young warriör, welcoıuel— thou hast yet 
Bome tanka to leara, soma frailties to forget, 

Ere tlıe white wax-pluıne o’er thy brow can waye j — 
But, önce nıy own, mine ali tül in the grave ! 11 

The pomp in at an end—the crowds are göne — 
Each ear and he art stili haunted by the tonc 
Of that deep voiee wiıich thriEed like Alla’a ovm î 
The Young ali dazzled by the ptoraes and lances, 

The glitt’ring throne, and Harnm’a half-caughfc glances 
The Old deep pond’ringon the promısed reign 
Of peace and trutlı: and ali the female train 
Ready to risk llıeir eyes, could they but gaze 
A moment on that brow’s rairaculous blaze ! 

But there was one, among the chosen maids, 

Who blush’d behind the gallery’6 silken shades, 

One, to whoae soul tlıe pageant of to-day 

Has been like deatîıyon saw her pale dismay, 

Ye ^srond’ring sisterhood, and heard the burst 
Of esclamation from her lips, when first 
She saw tlıat youtb, too T^ell, tdo dearly known, 
Silently kneeüng at the Prophef s throne 

Ah Zeiica î there tvas a time, when bliss 
Shone o , er thy heart from every look of his; 

When but to see lıim, hear him, breathe the air 
Iıı which he dwelt, was thy souPs fondest prayer 
Wheı*roıınd him hung euch a perpetual apeli, 
Whate T er he did, none ever did 00 welL 
Too happy daya 1 when, if he touchM a Ûov? r 
Or gem of thine, ’t wbb sacfed from that hour; 

When thou didst etudy him tül eveıy tone 
And gesture and dear look became thy own,— 
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Thy voice ilke Iıis* the clıangea of his face 
In tlıine reflected witlı etili lovelier grace, 

Like echo, sending back sweet mtısie, fraugnt 
With tıvice th* aerial sweetness it had brought 
• Yet mw he comes, — brighter tlıan even he 
E’er beanfd bcfore,—but, ah l not bright for Lhee 
No — dre ad, unlook’d for, like a visitaut 
From tİf otlıer world, he eomes m if to haunt 
Thy guilty soul with dreams of lost dehght, 

Long lost to ali but menfiyi aching dght j — 

Sad dreams! as wlıen the Spiril; of o ur YoutJı 
Rctums in eleep, sparldıng with ah the trath 
And mnocence önce ours, and leads us back, 

In mournful mockery, o’er the shlning track 
Of our yotıng life, and poınts öut every ray 
Of hope and peace we ’ve lost upon the way ! 


Önce happy pair! — In proud Bokhara’s grovea 
Who has not heard of their first youthful lovcs ? 
Born by that ancicnt flood, \vhich from its sprıng 
In the dark Mountains swifüy Tvandering, 
Enrich’d by evVy pilgrim brook that shmes 
Wîth relics from Bııcharia^ ruby rnines, 

And, Iendlng to the Caspian half its strength, 

In the colrî Lake of Eagles shıks at length j — 
There, on the banka of that briglıt river born, 

The fîow , ra that hung above its wave at moru, 
Bless’d not the waters, as they murmur’d by, 

With holier scent and lustre, tban the sigh 
And virgin-glance of first afection casî 
Upon their youth’s smoottı eurrent, as it pass’d l 
But w 8 î disturbM tlıis Vision,—far away 
From her fond eyes summon’d te join tb? ormv 
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Of Fersıate warriors on the biliş of Thrace, 

The yotıth exchajıged his eylvan dweîîing-place 
For the mde tcnt and Trar-field*s dren, d ful ckısk; 

His Zelica’e sweet glances for the flash 
Of Grecıan mld-fire, and Love’s gentle chains 
For bleeding bondage on Byzantium’s plain& 

Month after monthj in ıvidoıvhood of soul 
Drooping, the maiden saıv Wo sunun ers roli 
Tfıeir suna awny — but, ah, how cold and dim 
Evkı summer suns, wben not beheld with lıîrn! 

From tknc to time İll-omen’d ramors came, 

Like spirit-tongues, muttVing the sick man’s name s 
Just ere he dies: — at İength those sounds of dread 
FeH with 5 ıing on her soul, a Azim İs dead I ” 

Oh Grief, beyond ali other griefs, whcn fate 
First leaves the young he art lone and dcsolate 
In the iyide wor!d, without that oniy tie 
For whieh it loved to live or fear’d to die; — 

Lorn as the lıung-up lute, that ne’er hath spoken 
Since the ead day ita master-chord w as broken i 

Fond maıdj the sorrow of her soul was such, 

Ev 3 !! reanon sunk,— blighted beneath its toueh; 

And thoııgh, ere long, her sangııine spirit rose 
Above the hrst dread pressure of its woes, 

Tlıough heolth and bloom retıım J d,the deîicate ohain 
Of thoııghtj önce tangied, never clear’d again. 
Warm, lively, soft as in youth’s happiest day, 

The mind was stili ali there, but turn’d astray; — 

A ıvand-ring bark, upon whose pathıvay shone 
AU staıs of heaven, except the guiding one I 
Again she sroiled, nay, much and brightly smiled* 
But ’t was a lustre, strange, unreal, wild; 
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And when slıe smıg to hor lute’s tonching strain, 

*T w£ls like Lhb notsa> lıalf ecst&cy, half paln, 

The bulbui ııtters, ere her sonl depart, 

Wheıı, vanquish 5 d by some minatrel’s pow T rful art, 

She dies" upon the lute whose s^eetnesa broke nm 
heart) 

StıeJı was the mood in which that mi^ion found 
Young Zelica, — that missıon, which around 
The Eastern warJd, in eveıy regİon blesskl 
With ^oman’s smiJe, sought out ite lo veli e.s t, 

To grace that>galaxy of Jips and eyes 
Which the VeiN Prophet destined for the skiess^* 
And such quick welcome as a spark reccives 
Dropp’d on a bed of Autuırm’s wither } d leaves, 

Did every tde of these enthusiaste fînd 
In the wild maiden’s sorrow-bIighteÛ münL 
Ali fire, at önce the madd’ning zeal elıe caught; - 
Elect of Paradise \ blest, rapturous thonght! 

V re destine d bride, în heaven’s ctcraal deme, 

Of eorae brave yoııth—ha! dıırst they say “of aomt*** 
No —- of the one, one only object traced 
In her hearffe core too deep to be cffaccd; 

The one whose mem’ıy, fresh as life, is twined 
With eveıy broken link of her lost mind j 
Whose iınage lives, though Reoson’s sdf be 
Safe ’mid the rııins of her intellect t 

Alas, poor Zelica! it needed ali 
The fantasy, which lıeld thy mind in thra.Il, 

To ses in that gay Harami gloıving maids 
A elıaded colony for Kden’a shades ; 

Or dream that he, — of ıvhose ırnholy Home 
Tlıou wert too soon the victîm, — ehining cnine 
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From Paradise, to people its püre sphere 
YVith son! s like thine, which he hatlı ruiıfd here 
No — had not reasoıı’s liglıt totally set, 

And lcft tlıee dark, thou hadst an araulet 
In tlıe îoved image, graven on tlıy Iıeart, 

Whiclı would have savcd tlıee from tlıe tempter’s art. 
And kept al ive, in ali its bloom of breath, 

That purıty, whose fiading is love’s death! — 

But lost, inflamed, — a restless zeal took place 
Of tlıe mlld virgin’s stili and feminme grace j 
First of the Propiıet’s favori tes, proıulîy firsfe 
In zeal and cJıarms, — too well th 5 Impostor mırsed 
Her soul’s delirimn, in wiıose active flamc, 

Thııs lighting np a young, Iımnrknt fıame, 

He saw more potent sorceıies to hind 
To his dark yoke the spirits of mankind, 

More subüe chains than beli itself e*er twined. 

No ait was spared, no witch , ry; — ali tlıe skD. 

His demons tatıglıt him w as employkl to fiil 
Her nıind ıvitlı gloom and ecstacy hy turna — 

That gloom, through which Frenzy but lıereer burns; 
That ecstacy, whiclı from the deptlı of sadness 
Glares like the manîac’s moon, whosp liglıt is nmdneaa . 

f T was from a brillmnt banquet, where the sound 
Öf poesy and nrnsie breathed aroımd, 

Together picturing to her nıind and ear 
The glories of that heav’n, her destine d sphere, 

Where tül was pııre, where every stain that lay 
Upon the spırifs üght shonld pass away, 

And, realizing more than youthful love 
E’er wish 3 d or dream’d, she should for ever rove 
Through fields of fragrance by her Azim’s side 
His o w bless’d, purified, etemal hride ! — 
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’T was from a ecene, a witching trnnce like tbis, 

He hurried her nway, yet breathing bliss, 

To the dim clıamel-house; — through ali its atanma 
Of damp and death, led only by those gleams 
Which foul cormption lights, as with design 
To show tlıe gay and proud she too can shme — 

And, paseing on through upright raıdts of Dead, 
Which to tlıe raaiden, doubly crazed by dreadj 
Seem’d, through tlıe bltıish dcathdİght roırnd them cast, 
To moye tlıeir lips in muttVings as she pass’d — 
Tlıere, in that awful place, when each had quaffM 
And pledged in silence saçlı a fearfal draııght, 

S udi — oh! tlıe look and taste of that red bowJ 
Will Iıaunt her till she dies—he bound her soul 
By a dark o atlı, in helFs own knguage framedj 
Neyer, whüe eaıth his myatic presence clainfd, 

While the blue arch of day hung o’er them both, 

Ney er, by that all-imprecating oath, 

In joy or sorrow firom his side to sever,— 

She swore, and the w ide charael eclıoed, “Neyer, ne ver 1 * 

From that dread hoıır, entirely, wildly giv’n 
To him and —* she believed, lost maid i—to heaVn; 
Her braın, her heart, her pasaions alî infiamed* 

How proud she stood 5 Tvhen in fail Haram named 
The Priestess of the Faitîı l — how dash’d her eyes 
Wıth light, alas, that was not of tlıe skies, 

When roımd, in traııces, only less than hers, 

She saw the Haram kned, her prostrate worshippers* 
Well might Mokanna think tlıat Form al ene 
Had spelk enough to make the worId his own: — 
Light, lovely limbs, to which the spirit's play 
Gaye motıon, airy as the dancing spray, 

Wlıen frouı its stem the amali bird ıvings nway. 
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Lıps, in whosc rosy labyrinth, %vhen she Btniîed, 

The söuî w us lost; and blushea, swift and wild 

As are the momentary meteora sent 

Across Uı' uuealm, but beauteoııs firmament 

And then her look — oîı! wlıere ’s the heart ao wıie 

Could unbeıvilder’d meet those matefrlees eyes ? 

duick, restless, strange, but exquisite wıthal* 

Like those of angels, just before their fail; 

Now shadow’d wif#the shames of earth — now erosal 
By glimpses of the Heav’n her heart had lost; 

Tn ev'ry glance tîıere broke, wifchout control, 

The flashes of a bright but troubled soul, 

W here eensibility stili ^rüdly play’d, 

Like lightning, round the nıins İt had made! 

And suciı w as now young Zelica — eo changed 
From her who 3 aorne years since, delighted ranged 
The almond groves t İm t s had e Bokharak tide, 

Ali life and blias, with Amm by her side l 
S o alterM was she no w, tlıis festal d ay, 

When, ’mid the prond Divatfs dazziing array, 

The vision of that Youth wlıom she had loved, 

Had wept as dead, before her breathed and moved; - 
When —bright, ehe tlıought, as if from Eden’s track 
But half-way trodden, he had wander’d back 
Again to earth, gliat’ning with Edeıfs light — 

Her beaııteous Azim shone before her sight 

O Reason l who shall say what speüs renew, 

When least we look for it, thy broken clew i 
Through what small vistas o’er the darkened braİD 
Thy intellectual day-beam bursts again; 

And how, like forts, to which beleaguerers win 
Unhoped-for enürance through some friend lîithin 
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Öne clear idea, waken’d in the breast 
Ry menfry’s nrngic, lets in ali tke resL 
Would it were thus, unkappy girl, with theo î 
Rut thouglı lig-ht came, it carne but partialîy; 

Eııouglı to show the tnaze, in which tlıy sense 
WanderM about, —but not to guîde it thence; 
Enough to gîimmer o ! er the yamıing wave } 

But not to point the harbor which nıight s a ve. 

Hours of deligM and peace, long left behind, 

With that de ar form came rush ing o’er her mind i 
But, oh I to tiunk honr deep her soul had göne 
in shaıne and faJsehood since tîıose momente shone 
And, then, her oath — there madness lay again, 

And, shuddMng, faack sbe sunk into her cimin 
Of mental dajkuess, as if blest to ilce 
Frorn Iıght, whose every glimpse vas agony! 

Yet, om relief this glance of fomıer yeors 
Brought, mingled mth ite pain, — tears, floods of tears, 
Long frezen at her heart, but no w İlke rills 
Let loose in sprmg-tiıne from the snowy hills, 

And giiaking wam, afler a sleep of frost, 

Through valleys w here theır fi o w had long be en loat. 


S ad and subdued, fer the ûrst time her fraıne 
Trembled with horror, when the summons came, 
(A summona proud and nue, which ali but she. 
And slıe, tiil notv, lıad heard with ecstasy,} 

To meet Mokanna at his place of prayer, 

A garden oratory, cool and fair, 

By the streanfs side, where stili at elose of day 
The Prophet of the Veil retired to pray; 
8ometimes alone — but oflener far, with one 
One ekosen nymph to share his orison. 
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Of late none foand sııch favor in his siglıt 
Ab the yoımg Priestess; and tlıougb, since that night 
When tlıe death-caverns ccho’d every tone 
Ot tlıe dire oath that*made her ali his own, 

Tlı* Impostor, sure of his infatııate prize, 

Had, more titan önce, thrown ofF lıİ3 sooHs dısguise 
And utterM bucİi unlıeav’nly, monstrous things, 

As ev’n across the desp’rate ıvanderiııgs 
Of a weak intellect, whose lamp was out. 

Titre w st&rtling ehadows of dismay and doubl; — 

Yet zealj ambition ? her tremendous voıv, 

The thought, stili haunting her, of that bright br ow r 
Whose blaze, as yet from rnortal ey e conceafd, 

Would soon, proud trîumph i be to her reveaPd, 

To her alone ; — and then tlıe hope, most dear, 

Most wild of ali,, that her trnnsgression here 
Wua but a pa&sage through eartlds grosser fire, 

From Tvhich the s pirit would at last as pire, 

Ev’n purer tlmn before, — as perfumes rıse 
Through flame and smoke, most welcome to the 
skies — 

And that wlıen Azinfs fond, divine embrace 
Should circle her m lıeav’n, no dark’ning trace 
Would on that bosom he önce loved remsin, 

Bnt ali be bright, be püre, be his again 1 — 

Tlıese rvere the ıviIdVing dreams, wbose cursed deceıt 
Had chain’d her soul beneath the tempter’s feet, 

And made her think ev’n damning falsehood swcet 
But now tlıat Shape, whıeh had appalPd her view, 

That Semblance — oh honr terrible, ıf true î 
Which came across her frenzy’s full e tire er 
With shock of consciousness, cold, deep, severe, 

As vvhen, in nortlıcrn seas, at ın id night dork, 

An isle of ice encounters sonıe sv?îft bark. 

























u 


LALLA ROOKE. 


And^ stiirtling ali its wretclıes from their sîeep, 

By o ne e ol d impulsû hurls them to the deep ;■— 

Sû cam e that slıock not frenzy's self could bear, 
And waJdııg up enclı longvlullîd image tlıere. 

But ciıeck’d her headîong soul, to sinle it in despair! 

*<. i - • a ; ? ı • , • v *, t 1 _ ı /'*# 1 

Wan and dejected, tkrough the evküng dusk, 

SHe no w went slo w]y to that small klosk, 

Where, ponderîng alone itiş iuıpious sehernes^ 
Mokanda waited her — too wrapt in dr cam s 
Of the fair-rip ? nmg futnre’s rich success* 

To Jıeed tfae sorrow, pale and spiritless, 

That sat upon his vietim’s downcast brow, 

Or mark ho w slo w Her step, how al ter’d no w 
From the qınckj ardent Pıiestessj whose liglıt bonnd 
Cam e like a epirit's o’er tlf unechomg ground, — 
frütn that wild Z elle a, wîıose ev’ry gtanee 
Was tkrülmg fire, whose evbry thougkt a trance! 

Upon his couch tke Veil’d Mokamı a iay, 

While lampa around — not suck as lend their my, 
Glimnfring and cold, to those who ıughtly pmy 
fn lıoly Koorn, or Mecca’s dİm arc&deSj — 

But bdlHant, soft, such lights as lovely maids 
tıook İovelıest in # slıed their Iuxuriotîs glow 
Upon his mystic VeiFs ıv hite glittVing âow. 

Beside him, ’stead of beacls and booîîö of prayV, 
Whi&h the v- r orld fondly thougkt lıe ınused on there, 
Stood Vases, fill’d witn Kishmee T s golden wine* 

And the red weepings of the Shiraa vine ; 

Of wlıich îıia curtain’d iipş full mtrny a dmught 
Took zeuîausly, as if eacb drop they quaff , d î 
Like Zemzenfs Spring of Holiness, had powV 
To freshen the soufs virlues inte fbw’r! 
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And stili he drank and ponderM — nor could see 
Th* approaching maid } e e deep his rcvery \ 

At length, wıth ficndish laugh, lilıe tlıat ^hich broko 
Frorn Eblis at the Fail of Man, he spoke ; — 
li Yes, ye vile race, for "helPs amusement given, . 

Too mean for earth, yet clainüng kin with heav’tı; 
Gorî’s images, forsoolh & — such gocl* as he 
Whom India serves, the monkey deity ; — 

Ye creaturea of a breath, proud things of clay, 

To whom if Ldeifer, as grandams say, 

Refused, though at the forfeit of heaven’s İİgİıt, 

To bend iri worshıp, Lucİfer was rigbtl— 

So on shall I plant this foot upon the ııeck 
Of yo ur foui race, and nitlıoüt fear or check, 
Lajviırıating in hate, avenge my shame, 

My deep-fclt, Iong-ımrscd loathîng of maıfs name! — 
Soon at the head of myrıads, blmd and herce 
As hooded falcons, through the uııiverse 
1 ’ll sweep my dark’ning, desolatiug w ay, 

Weak man my in&trument, cursed man my prey î 

î. i* ‘ * 

u Ye wıse, ye leajıfd, who gropo your dnll way on 
By the dîm twmkliug gleams of ages göne, 

Like superstitîons dıieves, ıvho think the light 
From dead mcn’s marron^ guides tkem best at night -* 
Ye shall have Itonors — wealth —yas, Sages, yes — 

I know, grave fooJs, yoıır wısdonfs nothingness ; 
Undazzled it can track yon starry spkere, 

But a gilt stick, a bauble blinds it here, 

How shall I laugh, when trnmpeted along, 
in lying speech, and stili ıııore lying song, 

By these leamM slaves, the meanest of the throng; 
Theır nrits boııght up, the ir wisdom shnınk 10 small, 

A sceptre’s puny point can Yİeld it &U ■ 
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lt Yc too 3 believera of inere dible ere ede, 

Whose faith enshrines the monsters wlıiclı it breeda 
Whoj bol der evkı tkan Nemrod, f hink to riee, 

By nonsense heap’d on nonsense, to tke skies ; 

Ye slıall lıave miracles, ay, sound oııes too, 

Seen 3 heard, attesteü, ev’ry thing — bet truc* 

Your preneking zealots, too inspired to seek 
öne grace of meanıng fon the Üıings tlıey speaJc; 

Your martyrs, ready to shed out tkeir blood, 

For trutlıs too heav’nly to be undersfcood ; 

And yoızr State Priests, sole yen ders of the Jore^ 

Tlıat worfcs salvatıoa ; — as, on Avtı’s slıore, 

Where none but priests a re priviîcged to trade 
in tlıat best marble of which Gods are marîe; 

They slıall lıave mysteıies — ay, jnecious stuff, 

For knaves to tlırive by — mysteries erıough ; 

Dark, tangled dbctriuea, d ark as fraııd can weave, 
Which simple votariea slıall oıı trust rece ive, 

While cmftier fcign belief, till they believe, 

A Heav’n too ye mııst have, ye lorda of dust, — 

A aplendid paradise, — püre soııls, ye m us t: 

Tbat Proplıet ili sustains his lıoly cali, 

Who finds rtot keavbrıa to süit tiıe taates of ali: 

Houris for boya, oramscience for sages, 

And ırİngs and glories for ali ranks and ages. 

Vain tlıings ! — as lust or vanity mspires, 

The heav’n of e açlı is but wha| eaclı defiires, 

And, soul or sense, whate’er tbe object be, 

Man wou)d be man to ali etermty! 

So let İlim — Ehlin! — grant this crownmg curse, 

But keep lıim what he is, no Hell were worse. 1T 

u Oh my lost soul! ” exclalm’d tiıe shudtTring maid, 
WTıose ears had drank lıke poîson ali be said ı — 
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Mekanca etarted - not abflshtâ, afraıd, — 

He İmeur no more of fear than one wlıo dweîla 

Beneatlı tlıe tropics knows of icicîes 1 

But in tlıose dismai wordS' tîıat reach’d his ear, 

(t Oh my lost sonl \ v tlıere wae a sound so drear, 

Bo like. that voiee, amoııg the sinfıtl dead 3 
In whicb the \egend o’er Hell’s Gate is read, > 

That, ncw as *t was from her, whom naııght couîd (lira 
Or sinle Eill no^j it st&rtled even ilim. 

« Ha, my fair Prîestess! " — tlıus, wîth ready wile, 
TJı J iıııpostor tıırn’d to greet her — “ Üıou, whose smile 
Hatlı inspiration in its rosy heam 
Beyond th* Enthusİastöî Jıope or Propket*e dream, 

Liglıt of the Faitlı! wlıo twiıfst rcligion's zed 
So elose \vith iove’s, men know ııot wtnclı they feeL 
Nor which to sigh for, in their tranee of heart, 

The tıeav’n thou preaclıest or the heavhı thou art! 
Wlıaf ebould I be witlıout thee? without thee 
IIow dull were power â W joy ess victory! 

Though borne by angels, if that smile of thine 
BLess’d not my barvner, "t were but Iıdf divine. 

But_why so mournfulj child ? those eyes, tlıat shons 

Ali life Jast nigiıt — what l — is their glory göne ? 
Conıe, come — this mom s s fatigue hatlı made them pale, 
They want rekindjing—sons themselves would faİ 
Did not tlıeir comets bring, as I to thee, 

From light f s own foıtnt sapplies ot hrilliancy 
Thoa seest this cup — no julce of earth is here, 

But the pare waters of that ııpper sphere, 

Wlıose rilîs o’er ruby beds and topaz fîow s 
Catchiııg tlıe gern’s bright color, as they go« 

Nightly my Gemi ceme and âli tîıese uma — 

Kay, drink — in ev’ry drop life’s essence bııma» 
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»T wıll make th .t soul ali fire, those ey es ali ligbt — 
Comej coıne, I want thy loveliest emil es to-nightt 
There is a youth — why stsürt P—thou sa,w’st lıim theıı 
Lock’d he not nobly ? such tlıe godlike men 
Tlıou 5 It kaye to >voo thee m thc bow’rs above;— 
Though İte, î fear, hatlı thoughts too stern for love, 

Too rııled by that eold enemy of blıss 

The world calls virtue -— we m tıs t corKjuer tJıİB; 

Nay, shrink not, pretty sage i 7 t is not for thee 
To scan the m az e 5 of Heav’n’s mystery : 

The Steel must pass through fire, ere it can yield 
Fit Instruments for mighfcy bands to wiel<3. 

This veıy nîglıt I mean to try tlıe art 
Of powerM bcanty on that warrior’s lıcaıi. 

Alî that my Haram boasts of bloonı and ivil, 

Of ekili and charms, most rare and efxquisite, 

ShalI tempt the boy; — yoııng Mirzalahs bîue eyes, 
Whose sleepy lid İlke snow on vıoİcts lies ; 

Arouya’s chceks, warm as a spring-day sun, 

And ljps that, like the seni of Bolomon, 

Have magic in thcir pressure; Zeba’s lute, 

And Lilla’s dancing feeL that gleam and shoot 
Rapid and \vhîte as sca-birds o*er the deep — 

Ali skall combine their wftehmg powem to eteep 
My convert'e spirit in that sofVning tnmce. 

From which to hcav’n İs but tne next advance, — 

That glowing, yielding fusioıı of the breast, 

On which Religion stamps her inıage best 

13ut hear me, Priestees î — though each nvmplı of therç 

Hatlı some peeuliar, practised pow*r to pîease, 

Somc glance or step wlıicîı y at the mirror tned, 

First charnıs herseIf, tlıen alt the world beside ; 

There stili wants eme, to make the vietVy sure, 

One who in every look joms every bîre; 
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Through whom ali beauty’s boama concentred pasa* 
Dazsling and ıvarnij as tîırough lovc’s bumiııg glass ; 
Whose gentle lips persuade without a ıvord, 

Whose words î ev’n when unmeaningj are adored 
Like inarticulate breathings from a şiirine, 

Which our faitlı fcakes for grimle d are d iv ine î 
Such is the nympk we want, ali warmth and light, 

To crown the rich temptations of to-nigîıt; 

Such the refıned enclıantress ihat nuıst be 
* Tlıis Jıero*s vanquİşher f — and thotı art she! ” 

With her hands çlaşpkî, her hps apart and pale, 

The moid had stoocl, guzing upon the Veİl 
From wlıich these ıvords, İlke soulh vvinds tiıroügh a 
fence 

Of Kerzrah iîoıvVs, canıe JUTd \vith pestil ene o ; 

So boldly utter’d too î as if ali tlreud 

Of frowns from her, of virtucms frovvns, iver e üed, 

And tlıe wretclı felt assııred tbat, oııce pUmgcd in, 

Her woınatfs soul wonld know no patise in sin İ 

At first, tbouglı mute s he iisten’d, like a dream 
Scem’d ali he said: nor could her mind, whose beam 
As yet was weak, penclratc half his e eheme. 

But wben, at length, he utter% « Thou art she1 ” 

Ali fiash’d at önce, and shriekiigf piteously, 

« Ohnotfbr tvorldsi” she cricd—- “GreatGod! tovlKını 

I önce kneît innocent, is tlıis ray doom P 

Are ali my dreanıs, my hopes of heav’nly bliss, 

My purity, my pride, then come to this, — 

T o İve, tlıe wanton of a fiend ! to be 
The pander of his gııiit—■ oh infamy! 

And sunk, myself, as low as lıell can steep 
In ita hot floöd, drag others down as deep i 
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Others —ha! yes — that yoııtJı who tame to-day — 
JVİrf İlim I loved — not him — oh 1 do but say. 

But sırear ta mc tîris moment 9 t is not he. 

And I wili servc, d ark fiend, wiH worsfrip even thee 1 * 


Beware, young raving thing; — in time bewnre, 
Nor utter what I cannol^ must not bear, 

Ei'’n from îhy Jips. Go — try thy lute, thy voice, 

The boy must feel their magic; — î rejoice 
*To see those fires, no m at ter whence tfrey me, 

Önce mora ilJunıing mj fair Prİestess* eyes; 

And shotıld theyouth, whorn soon those eycs shaJI warm 
hıdecd resemble thy dead lorer’s form, 

So mnch the happieı- wilt thotı £md thy doom, 

As one narm îover, fuil of life and bJoom a 
Excels ten thotıaand cold ones in the tomb* 

Nav, nay, no frownrag, 8weetf—those eyes were m ad* 
For love, not anger — I must be obeykL” 

u Obeyed i—’t is well—yes, I deserve it ali - 
On me, on me He av Vs vengeance caırnot Mi 
Too heavily — but Azim, brave and true 
And beıutiM —must he be nün r d too? 

Must he too, gJorious as be ıs, be driven 
A renegade like me from Love and Heaven ? 

Like me ? — weak wretch, T wrong him — not ÎLke im 
No îıe 'S al! truth and HrengfJı and purity I 
Fiil up youT madd’ning lıell-cup to the briın, 

Its ıntch’ry, fiends, will have no charm for him, 

Lft loose your glowing wantons from their boırts f 
He loves, he loves, and can defy their powem î 
Wretch as î am, in 7ı is he art stili I reign 
Püre as when Erat we met, v/ithout a atain 1 
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Though ruin’d — lost — my mem ry, Hke a charm 
Lefl by the dead, stili keeps lıis soul from harm. 

Oh l ne ver let hım know how deep the brow 
He kissM at parting, is dishono^d now ; — 

Ne’er teli lıim how debased, lıow sunk is she, 

Whom önce he loved—önce! — stiU f loves dotingly, 
Thrnı laugh’st, tormentor —■ ıvhat 1 — thou ’lt bıand my 
name ? 

Do, do — in vaın — he ’ll not beîieve my shazne — 

He thinks me true, that naught beneath Godfe sky 
Could tenıpt or clıange me, and —so önce thought L 
But this is post — though ırorse than death my lot, 
Than hell — ’t is uothing* wMle he knows it not 
Far off to soıne beniglıted land l *11 fly, 

W here sunbeams ne’er ahali enter till I die ; 

Where no ne w ili ask the lost one ıvkence she came, 
But I msy fada and fail withoııt a name. 

And thou — cursed man or ffamd, Tvhate’er thou art, 
Who fouud’st this burning plague spot in my heart, 
And spread’st it — oh, so quick! —tlırough soul and 
frame, 

With more than demon’s art, till I became 
A loathsome thing, ali pestilence, ali haine i — 

If, when I kn göne --” 


“Hold, fearless maniac, hold, 
Nor tempt my rage — hy Heaven, not half so bold 
The puny bird, that dares with teasing huni 
Witlûn tlıe crococîile’s stretch ! d jaws to come; 

And so thou 5 lt fly, forsooth ? 4*— what! —- g:ve up ali 
Thy clıoste dominion in the Haram Hali, 

W here now to Lovo and now to Alla given, 

Half mistress and half saint, thou hangisi m even 
As doth Mediöafs tomb, *tvrix m hell and heaven T 
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Thou % Ûy ? “ as easily may reptiles ran, 

TJıe gaunt snake önce hatlı üx ? d his eyes tıpon; 

As easily, when caught, the prey may be 
Piuck’d from his loving folds, as thou from m e. 

No, no, ? fc is fbc’d — let good or iü betide, 

Thou ? rt mine till death, tÜt death Mokanna’s bride î 
Has t thou forgot tlıy oatîı ?” 

At this dread word, 

The Maid, whose spırit his mde taunts had stirrtl 
Through ali ita depfchs, and roused an anger there, 
That burst and Hghten’d eyen tlırough her despair— 
Shrrnıt back, as if a blight weıe in the hreath 
That spoke that word, and staggcrM pnle as death* 

" Yes, my sworn bride, let others seek in bowVa 
Their bridul place—-the chamel-vault was o ur s i 
Insfcead of sceııts and bal m s, for thee and rne 
Köse the rich stearas of aweet mortalîty: 

Gay, fliek’îinjg dcatMights slıonc while nsre were wed. 
And, for our gııests, a row of goodly Dead, 

(Immortal spİrits in their time, no doubt,) 

From reeking sJırouds üpOB the rite look’d out! 

That oatîı thou hearffsfc more iips tkan thine repeat —« 
That cup — thou shudd’rest, Lady, — was it sweet ? 
That cup we pledged, the charnePs choicest irine, 
Hath bound thee — ay—hody and semi ali minej 
Bonnd thee by ehedns that, whether bless’d or cursed 
No matter now, not hell itself shaü burst! 

Hence, ıvoman, to the Haram, and look gay, 

Look wild, look — any thing hut sad; yet stay — 

O no moment more — from w hat this night hath pasa’d, 
I see tlıou know’st me, know’st me t celi at last* 
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Ha! ha! and eo, fotıd tlnng, thon thought’st ali true, 
And that 1 love mankind ?—I do, 1 do— 

A 3 victims, love them; as tlıe sea-dog dotes 
Upon tlıe srnall, sweet fıy that roand him doats> 

Or, as the Nile-biıd love s the sİ ime that gives 
That gttnk and venomous food on wlnch slıe lives! — 

« And, no w ıhan s e es t my sovTs angelic hu e, 

’T is time thesc features were uncurtain’d too; — 

This brow, ıvhose light — olı iare celestial ligbt! 

Hatlı been reserved to blcss thy favor’d sigJıt; 

Thesc dazzling ey es, before whose slırouded might 
Thou J st seen immortal Man înıeel down and qualte 1 
Wonld that they were hcaven’s lightmngs for lıis saket 
But tum and look -— then wonder, if thou wiltj 
That I slıould hate, should take revenge, by guilt, 

Upon the hand, whose mischief or whose mirth 
Sont rae thus maim’d and monstrous upon eartlı; 

And on tlıat race who s thouglı more vıle they be 
Than mowing apes, are demi-gods to ûie ! 

Here — judge if hell* with ali its power to darcın, 

Can add one curse to the foul tlıing I am ! M — 

He raise d his veil — the Maid tarifli s!owîy roımı^ 
Look’d at him — slıriek’d and sunk upon the grrnınd f 
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On tîıeir emval, next nightj at the plaee of encamp* 
mentj they vrere surprbcd and delıghted to fin d the 
groves al] around illeıninated; some artışta of Yanı- 
tcheotı having been sent on previously for the purpose. 
On each side of the green nlley tvJıich led to the iloyal 
Pavilion, ûrtificia] sceneries of bâmboö-work w ere 
erectedj represenfing arches, minarets, and towers, from 
which hung thousands of silken ianteras, painted by 
Jıe pıost dehcatejpencils of Canton, Notbıng could be 
more bezmtiftıl than the leaves of the mango-trees and 
acaciaSjShinİîig in thelightof thebamboo-scenery, wMch 
ebe d a lustre round as sofi as tlıat of the niglıts of P erıstan. 
Lalla Rookh, however, wlıo was too muclı occupied 
by the sad story of Zeliea and her lover, to give a 
thought to any thing else, except, perlıaps, hım wbo 
related it lıurrieâ on through thıs scene of splendor to 
her pavLİion, —greatly to the mortihcation of the poor 
artists of Yamtcheoü,—and was followed ıvith equal 
rapidity by the Grent Chanıberlain, eLirsing, as he went, 
that ancıent Mandarin, ndıose parental anxiety in light- 
ing np the shoms of the lake, where his beJoved d&ughter 
had wandered and he en losi, was tlıe origin of tlıese 
fantastic Chinese illırnıinations. / 

Wıthout a momeııfs dolay, yoııng Feramorz w .s 
iııtroduced, and Fadladeen, who cotıld never make uç 
his rnind as to Üıe merİts of a poet till he knew tlıe 
religkms sect to ıvh l:h he belonged, waa about to ask 
him°whether he tvüs a Siıiaor a Sooni, when Lalla Rookh 
impatiently ehpped her lıands for silence, and the youthj 
being seated upon the musnud near her, proceeded: — 
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P re fa ili; thy eöuİj young Azim l — * thou kast braved 
The banda of Greeoe ? stül nıighty though enslaved j 
Hoşt faced her plıalanx, arm’d witlı ali ita fanıe, 

Her Mae e do man pik e 3 and globes of fiarne; 

Ali tlıis has t fronfced, with ûrm heart and brow; 

But a more perilous triai, *vaifcs thee now, — 

Woman , s briglıt ey es, a dazzling Iıost of ey es 
From eveıy laııd where woman amil es or sighs ; 

Of eveıy ime, as Love may chanee £o raise 
His blaçk or aşure banner in their b]aze; 

And eneh sweet mode of wurf&re 3 from tlıe flash 
T hat lighteııs boldly through tlıe slıadowy lash 3 
To tlıe siy, stealing splendors, nlmost lud, 

Like swords hulf-sheatifd, beneath tke doıvncast lid j— 1 * 
Snch, Asim, is tlıe lovely, luminous lıoat 
No w led against tlıe e; and, let conqu’rors boaat 
Their fıelds of fame, he who in virtue arma 
A yoııngj warm spiril against beauty’s charms 3 
Who feels her brightness 3 yet defies her thralJ, 

Is tlıe bestj bravest conqu } ror of them ab. 


Nqw 3 tbrougJı tîıe Haram ckambers, moving liglıts 
And busy sbapes proclaîm tlıe toilet’s rites; — 

From room to room tlıe ready handmaids hie, 

Some skiIFd to ıvreatb tbe turban tastefuüy, 

Or bang tlıe veil, in negligence of shade, 

0*er tbe warm biusbes of tbe youthful maid 3 
Wbo 3 if between tbe folds but om eye shone, 

Like Seba’s Queeü could vanquish with tbat one ; - 
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Wlıile some bring leaves of îîeıım, to îmbue 
The fuıgers 5 ends wıth a bıight roseate hue 3 
S o bright, that in the mirror T a depth tlıcy s cem 
Like tipa of coral b ranç he s in the ştream: 

And others mix the KohoFs jetty dye, 

To give that loııg, d ark ianguish to the cye 3 
Wlıiclı makes the maids 3 whom kings are proud to cuh 
From fair Circassla’s vales 3 so beautifiıh 
Ali is in nıodon; ring% and plmncs, and pearls 
Are shining evVyvvbore: — some younger giriş 
Are göne by maonlight to the garden-beds, 

To gather fresh 3 cooJ chaplefcs for tiıeir lıeads ; — 

Gay ereattıres! s^eet* thoııgh moumfııJ, ’t is to see 
How eaclı prefers a gar] and from that tree 
Which brings to mind her childlıood’s irmece ut d ay 
And the dear fields and friendships far away. 

The maid of Itıdia, blesskl agaiü to hold 
Iıı her Full lap the ChampacFs leaves of gol d, 

Thinks of the time wlıenj by the Ganges’ fiood. 

Her little playmates sçattef d many a bu d 
Upon her long black han, with glossy gloam 
Just dripping from the consecmted stream; 

While the yotmg Arab, haunted by the sineli 
Of her own mountain fîo^vhs, as by a spell,— 

TJıe sweet Eîcaya, and that courteoııs tree 
Whieh boıvs to ali wha scek its c ruıopy, 

Secs, culFd up rouııd her by these magic scents, 

The well # tlıe cameîs, and her father’s tents; 

Bİghs for the home slıe left with little pain, 

And wishes ev’n its sorrows back agahı! 


Meanwhile, Üırough vast illııminated halis, 
Silent and brıgbt, where nolhing but the falla 
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Of fragrant waters, gushing witk ctx>l sound 
From ınany & jasper fount is heard around, 

Young Azim roams bewilder , d, — nor can guess 
What mcans thia maze of light and lonelinees. 
Here, the w ay leads, o’er tesselated fîoora 
Ör mats of Cairo, through İong comdors, 

Where, ranged in cassolets and silver uma, 

Sweet wood of aloe or of sandal buxns; 

And spîcy rods, such as illume at nıght 
The bow T rs of Tibet, send fortJı odorons light, 

Like Pens 1 Vands, when pointing out the road 
For some püre spirit to its Mest ab o de ı — 

And here, at önce, the glittering saloon 
Bursta on his siglıt, boundless and bright as noon 
W here, in the midst, refleetmg back the raya 
în broken rainbows, a fresh fountaın pîays 
High as th’ enam eli 1 d cupola, vvhich tow’rs 
Ali rich with Axabesqnes of gold and Ûorfrs 
And the mosaic floor bencath shınes through 
The sparMlng of that fountain’s silv’ry dew, 

Like the wet, glist’ning shells, of evhy dye, 

That on the margın of the Red Sea lie. 


Here too he traces the kind visitmgs 
Of woman ? s Jovg in those fair, îivlng thİngs 
Of land and wave, whose fate — m bondage throwı 
For tlıeir weak loveliness — is like her own! 

On one side gleaming with a sudden grace 
Through water 3 brilliant as the crystal yasa 
In ifrhich it undulates, smalİ fishes shine, 

Like golden ingots from a fairy mine! — 

Whüe, on the other, latticed lightly in 
With odoriferous woods of Comonn, 
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Each bıİIÎiant bird that wings the air İa seen ı — 

Gay, sparkling loories, such as gleam betoreeıı 
The crirnson blossoma of tlıe coral tree 
Iıı the w ar m işles of India’s sunny sea: 

Mecca’s bine sacred pigeon, and tiıp thnisb 
Of HmdosUın, ırhose ho3v wnrblings gmh t 
At eveningj from tKe tali pagoda’s top ; — 

Those golden birds that, in the spice-time, drop 
About tlıe gardsöö, dmnk with that sweet food 
Whose ecen t hatlı lurod tlıem o T er tlıe suromer üooâ 
And tbose tfaûjfc timler Araby’s sofi sim 
Build tlıeir kjgh nests of budding cinnaıhon ; 

In short aîl rare and beauteous thİngSj that fly 
Throııgh tlıe puro element, here calmly lie 
Sleeping in light, like the green bjrds tlıat dvvell 
Ic Edon’s ra di ant fields of asphodel 1 

So on, througlı scenes past ali imagimng, 

More like tlıe İtmıries of that impipus Eing, 

Whonı Deatifs dûrk Angel, with lıis lightning tor eh, 
Struck do™ and blasted eVn iıı Pleasure’s porch, 
Than the püre dwelling of a Prophet sent, 

Arafd mth Heaven’s swordfor man’a enfranehîsement— 
Young Azim tvander’d, looking sternly round, 

His simple garb and war-boots î cJanklng satın d 
But İH accordîng with the pomp and grace 
And sİlent lull of that voJııptuous place. 

ts le this, then,” thought the vouth, fî is tnis the 
To free maıfs spirit from tlıe deadhûng sıvay 
Of nrorldly slotlı, — to teack hini while be lives, 

To know no büss but that wkich virtue gives, 

And when he dies* to leave his lofty name 
A İight, a landmark ou tlıe clifia of fome 7 

> • 
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It was AOt so, Land of tlıe gencroııs thought 
And daring deed, thy godlike sages taught; 
ît -w as not thus, iıı bowers of \vanton ease, 

Thy Freedom nursed her sacred energies; 

Oh! not beneatlı th 5 şnfeebling, mtlfrag glow 
Of such dilil liöc’ry dıd those nîyrtles grow, 

With ıvhic h she wreatfvd her sword i when she would dar* 
Immortal deeds ; but in the bracing air 
Of toil, — of temperance, — of that high, rare, 
Etherea] virtue, which ajone can breathe 
Life, health, and lustre into Freedom’s wreath. 

Wlıo, that sıırveys this span of earth we presg, — 

Tİıie speck of dife in tirne’s great udldemese, 

Tlıia narrow isthmus kwıxt two boundless seas, 

The past, the future, two etemities ! — 

WouId sully tlıe bright spot, or leave it baıe, 

WIıen he might build hini a proud temple there, 

A name, that long shall hallow ali its space, 

And be each purer soul’s high Testing-place, 

But no — it cannot be, that one, who'm God 
Has sent to break the wizard Fakehood’s rod,~~ 

A Prophet of the Trutlı, whose mission draws 

Its rights from Heaven, should thus profane its caııse 

With the T^orld*s vulgar pornps;— no, no, — I see 

He thircks me weak —this glare of Iuxury 

Is but to temptj to try the eaglet gaze 

Of my young soul —ahine on, 5 t will stand the blaze * 

So thought the youth; — but, ev ? n while he deded 
This witching scene, he folt its witch*ry güde 
Through ev’ry sense. Tlıe perfume breathing ronnd, 
Like a pervading spirit; — the stül sound 
Of falling watcrs, lulling as the song 

Öf Indîan bees at eunse% whcn thcy throng 
5 
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Around the fragrant Nilica, and deep 

in itB bine blossoms hum themselves to sleep; 

And music, too — de ar music ! that can touch 
Beyond ali else the soul that loves it rmıch — 

No w lıeard far ofÇ s o far as but to seem 
Like the faint, excpıisite music of a dream; 

Ali was too ıruıch for him, too fail of bliss, 

The heart could ııotlımg feel, tJıat felt not thia; 
Soften’d he sunk upon a couch, and gave 
His böuI up to sıreet thoııglıts, like wave on wave 
Şucceedîng İn smc ^th seas, wlıen storms are laid; 
He thought of Zelica, Ms own dear maki, 

And of tlıe time when, M of blissful sig\w r 
They sat and lookhî into eaclı ofcher’s ey es, 

Süent and lıaçpy — as İf God had givbı 
Naught else worth looking at on this side heavhL 


« Oh, my loved mis tr es s, thou, whose spirit stili 
Is wıth ine, round me, w and er where I w ili — 

It is for thee, for thee alone I seek 
The paths of glory 5 to lİght up tlıy cheek 
WiÖı warm approval—in that gentle look, 

To read my praise as in au angePs book, 

And think ali toils re^arded, when from thee 
I gain a sinil e worth immortalİty 1 
How ehall I bear tlıe moment, when restored 
To that young heart where I alone am Lord* 

Though of such bliss unworthy,—since the hest 

Alone deserve to be the happiest 

When from those lips, unbreath’d npon for yeara, 

I simli again kiss öff the soul-felt tears, 

And find those tears warm as when they îast starter^ 
Those eacred kisses püre as when we parted. 
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O my mvn life î—why should a single day, 

A moment keep me from those arma away ?* 

While thua he thinks, etili nearer on the breeze 
Come those delıcious, dream-like harmomes, 

Each note of whielı but adda new ? downy links 
To the soft clıam in which his spiıit sinks. 

He tııms him tow 5 rd the sound, and far away 
Throüğh a long vista, sparkling itli tJıc phıy 
Of coantlesa lamps,— like the rich track whic!ı fM 
Leaves on the waters 3 when he sinks from us, 

So long the path, ita lîght so tremulous ; — 

He sees a groııp of female form s advance, 
gome chairfd together in the masy dance 
By fetters, forged in the green sıınny bowhs, 

As they were captives to the King of f , low 5 rs; 

^ jad some disporthıg i'ound, unlink’d and free, 

Who seem’d to mock their s isteri slavery ; 

And ronnd and round the m stili, in wheeling ftight 
\Vent, like gay moths about a lamp at night; 

Wînle otherg waked, as gracefully aloııg 
Their feet kept time, the very soul of song 
From psaltery, pipe, and lutea of heav 7 nly thriJ, 

Or their own yonthful voices, heavhılier stili. 

And noıv they come, now pasa before his eye, 
Forms such aa Nature ınoulds, when she woidd vıe 
With Fancy’e p ezıcıl, and give birtîı to things 
Loveiy beyond its fairest picturings. 

Awhile they dance before him, then divitle, 
Breakiııg, like rosy cloııds at even-tide 
Around the rich pavilion of the sun, — 

Tül silently dispersing, one by one, 

Through many a path that from the chamber leada 
To gardens, terraces, and moonlight meads, 
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Theİr distant laughter comes upon tiıe wînd, 

And but one tremblmg nymph remains behind — 
Beck’ning them back in vain, for thcy n.m göne, 
And she is left in al] that light alo ne; 

No veİl ta cmtaiıı o’er her beânteoue brow, 
in lıer young bashfuLness more beauteona now; 

But a light golden chain-work round her haîr, 

• Suclı as the maids of Yeds and Slıiras TrearJ 
From wlıich, on oither side, gruccFulîy îıtıng 
A golden anıuJet, in tîd Arab Eongtıe, 

Engraven o*er with some immortaJ üne 
From Holy Wnt, or bard scarce less rîİvine; 

While her left han d, as shrinkingly slıe stood, 

Held a srnall lufce of gold and sandal-wood, 

Wlıichj önce or twice, she toııch*d with lımried strain, 
Then took her trembling fıngers off agnin. 

But when at leııgth a timid glance she etole 
At Azım, the aweet gravity of sonl 
Sho saw tlırough ali his features cahn’d her fear, 
And, lİke a half-tamed antelope, more near, 

Though shrinkmg etili she came;—then sat her down 
Upon a musmıd’s edge, and, bolder grown, 

İn the pathetic mode of Isfahan, 

Toucİı*d a preluding strain, and thus began: — 

There ’s a bower of roses by Bendemeer’s stream, 

And the nightiııgale sings ronnd it alî the day long; 
la tıie time of my chîldhoüf} 3 twas like a svreet drean^ 
To sit in the roses and hear the bird’s long. 

T hat bower an d its music I never forget, 

But oft \vhen alone, in the bloom of the ye ar, 

1 think — is the nİghtingale einging there yet ? 

Are the roses stili brİght by tho calm Bendemçfeı * 
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No, the roses soon mther’d that hung o’er tlıe wave t 
But some blossoms were gathefd, while freshly they 
abone, 

* And a ti e w was distilPd from their floıvers, that gaye 
Ali the fragrance of summcr, whensummer w as gono, 

Hıus memory draws from delight, ere it dios, 

An esseııce that breatbes of it many a year; 

Thııs bright to my soul, m \ wa s tben to nıy oy es, 

Is that boırer on the banka of the calm Bendemeeî 1 

ttr Poor malden l n thought the youth, u if thou weıi sen 
With tlıy sofi Inte and beauty’s blandishment, 

To wake unboly ıvishes in tîıis Iıeart, 

Ör tempt its troth, thou lıttle IgKrtv’st tlıe art» 

For tlıouglı îhy lip shoüld sweetly counsel wrong, 
Those vestal ey es would disavoıv ita song* 

But thou bast breatbed suclı purity, thy lay 
fteturns so fondly to youth’s virtuous day, 

And leads thy soul — if e’er it w an d er’d thence — 
So gently hack to its first innocence, 

That I would sooner stop tlıe unchainM rîove, 

When sıvift returning to its home of love, 

And round its snowy wings new fetters twine } 

Than tu m from virtue one pıııe wish of thine! ” 

Scaıce had tlıîs fecling passkî, when, sparklingthTougfc 
Tlıe gently open’d curtains of light blue 
That veiPd tlıe breezy casement, countless ey es, 
Peeping like stars through the blue evhıing sldee, 
Look’d laughing in, as if to ınock Üıe pair 
That sat so stili and melanelıoly there: — 

And now the curtains Öy apart, and in 

From the cool air, hnid slıov' *s of jessammo 

s* 
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Which those without ûıng after them in play, 

Two lightsome maidens spring,— lightsome vs thcy 
Who lîve in th’ aır on odors, — and around 
The brıght saloon, scarce conscıona of the ground, 
Chase one another, in a varyîng dance 
Of mirth and laagnor, coyness and advance, 

Too eloquently like love’s warm pursuit:— 

W lı il e sljej ıviıo eung s o gently to the lute 
Hor dreaın of üoıne* steals thmdly away, 

Shıinkirıg as vıoîets do in sumnıeFs ray, —- 
But takes with her from Azim’s heart that sign 
We sometimes give to forms that pass m by 
In the Tvorld’a crowd, too Jovely to remain, 

Creatores of light we never see again ! 


Around the white necks of the nymphs who danced 
Hung carcanets of orient gems, that glanced 
More briiliant tlıan the sea-glass glittYmg o’er 
The Mlle^of crystal on the Cospian slıoıe j 
While from theır long, Ûark tresses, in a fail 
Of curls descending, helis as musıcal 
As those that, on tlıe golden-shafted trees 
Of Eden, shake in tlıe efcernal breeze, 

Eung rmrnd thezr steps, at ev’ry bound more aweet. 

As ’t were th s ecstatic language of their feet. 

At length the cimse w as o’er, and they stood wreathM 
Witlıin each other’s arnıs; while sofi there breatlıed 
Through the cool easement, mîngled with the sighs 
Of moûnlıght flow’rs, music that seem’d to rise 
From sorae süü lake, so liquidly it rose; 

And, as it sivelfd again at each faınt close, 

The ear could track through ali that tnaze of chorda 
And young 3 sweet voices, these impassionM words; 
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A Spirit there is ? whose fragrant sigh 
J.g burning no w through earth and air j 

Where cheeks are blusbing, the Spirit is nigb t 
Where lips are meeting, the Spirit is there . 

His breath is Üıe soul of flovr’rs İlke these } 

And his floating eyes — oh I they leserable 

Bina water-lilİesj when the breeze 

Is making the streanı around them tremble* 

Hail to thee, hail ta thee, Mndiing pow 5 r! 

Spirit of Love, Spirit of Bliss ! 

Tfıy holieet time is the moonlight hour, 

And ihere ne ver was moonlight s o sweet as thio, 

By the fair and brave 
Who bltıshing ünite, 

Lite the son and wave 
When they meet at night; 

By the tear that shows 
When passion is nigh, 

As the rain-drop flows 
From the heat of the sky; 

By tlıe first love-beat 
Öf the yoııthfal heart, 

By the bliss to meet, 

And the pain to part j 

By ali that thou hast 
To mortais given, 

Which —- oh 3 could it last, 

‘This earth were heaven* 
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We cali tlıee lıither, entrancing Power î 
Spirit of LoVe ! Spiril of Bliss 1 
Thy Iıoliest time is the moonlight hour, 

And tlıerc ne ver was moonlight so sıveet aa Üusr 


Impatient of a scene, w]ıose lui’ries stole, 

Öpite of himselfj too deep into his eotıl, 

And where, mıdst ali tîmt the yoırng Iıeart lovea 
Floıv’rs, musicj srniles, to yield ıras to be Iost, 

The youth had stnrted up, and tum’d away 
From the Jight nymphs, and their Iuxurious lay, 

To rmıse ııpon the pictures that Jıtıng roıınd, — 

Bright ımagesj that spoke ıvithout a sound. 

And views 3 like vistas into fairy gTound* 

But here again nevv spells eame o’er his sense; - * 

Ali that tlıe penciPs rrnıte omnipotence 
Couîâ enli up into life 5 of sofi and fa ir, 

Of fond and passionate, was glo^ing tlıerc ; 

Nor yet too w ar m, but touch’d with that fine art 
Whidı paints of pleasure but Üıe pıırer part; 

Which knows ev’n Beaııty when hatf-veiPd is best, —* 
Like her own radiant planet of the west, 

Whose orb when Jıalf retired looks loveliest 
Tlıere hımg the history of the Genii-Kiııg, 

Traced through each gay, voluptuous wandering 
With her from Saba’s boıvers, in whose bright oyef 
He read that to be blest İs to be wise: — 

İiera fond Zııleıka woos with öpen arma 

The Hebrew boy, who fîies from Ser yoııng charms, 

Yet, flyıng, turns to gase, and, half nndone, 

Wishes that Heav’n and sbe could both be won; 

And here Molıamıned, born for love and guile, 

Forgets the Koran in his Mary^s amile; — 
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Then beck^ms seme kmd angel from ab o ve 
With a ne w text to eonsecıate their love, 

With rapid step, yet pleased and ling’ring eye, 

Did the yoath pass these pictured stories by. 

And hasteıf d to a casemcnt, where the Light 
Of the calin moon came in, and freshly bright 
The fields wîthout were eeen, slecping as stili 
As if no life remain’d in breeze or rilL 
Here paused he, while the mnsic, no^v less near 
Breathed with a holier language on his ear. 

As though the distance, and that heav’nly ray 
Through whielı the sounds came floating, took away 
Ali that had been too earthly in the lay. 

Oh 1 eonld he listen to such soımds unmoved, 

AÎ1 d by that light — nor dream of her he lovcd P 
Dream on, unconscious boy I whil© yet tiıou may’st 
*T is tîıe last Mise thy soul shall ever taste, 

Clasp yet awhile her image to thy heart, 

Ere ali the light, that made it de ar, depart 
Think of her smiles as wiıen thou saw 5 st them last- 
Clear, beautiful, by naught of eartlı o’ercast; 

Recall her tears, to thee at parting giv\ 

Pare as tîıey weep, if angels weep, in Heav’ıu 
Think, in her own stili bower she waits thee now, 
With the aame glow of heart and bloom of brow 
Yet slırined in solünde—tlıine ali, tlıine only, 

Like the one star above thee, bright and loneiy* 

Oh! that a dream so sweet, so long enjoy’d, 

Should be so sadly, cruelly destroy’d! 

The song is hush’d, the laughıng nymphs are fle™ n, 
And he is left, musîng of bliss, alone;— 
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Alone ? — nOj not alone — that lıeavy sıgn, 

That sob of grief, whieh broke from some one nîgh-* 
Whose could it be ? — olaa! is nıîsery foımd 
Here, even bere, on this enchonted grenin d ? 

He turns, and sees a female form, close veilM, 
LeLining, tıs if both heart and strength had faiIM, 
Against a pillar nea^; — not glittYing (fer 
Wıth geniş and wreaths, such as the oüıers were 
But iıı tlıat deep-blüe, mehmcholy tlress, 

BoJdıara ? s maidens \veax in mindfulnesa 
Of friends or Jdndred, dead or fır a\ray; — 

And such as Zelica had on tlıat day 

He I efi her — vvJıon, wi$ı heart too full to speak, 

He took away her last warnı tears upon his chcek, 

A strange emotion stirs within İrim, — tnore 
Ihan inere corapassion ever vvaked before; 
Uııconsciously he opes his anns, whila s he 
Springs fonvard, as with life-s last energy, 

Bat, swooning m that one convulsive bound, 

Sinks, ere ahe reach lııs arms, upon the ground 
Her ?eü falls ofF—lıer faint hands clasp his 
T T is she herself! —’t ıs Zelica he sees! 

But. oh, so pale, so eJıanged — none but a love* 

Could in that wreck of beauty’s şiirine discover 
The once-adored dîvinity — evk he 
Stood for eoroe moments mute? and doubtingiy 
Fut back the rbglets from her broır, and gazed 
Upon tfıose lids, where ence such îustre bkzed, 

Ere he could think sbe was indted lıis own, 

Own darling maid, whom he so long had kno^n 
In joy and sorrow* beautiful in both; , 

Whoj ev’n when grlef was heaviest—when bth 
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He İDft her for the wars — in that worst hour 
Sat in her sorrow like the srveet nighbdlow*r, 

When öarkness brings its weeping glories out. 

And spreads its sighs like frankincense about, 

« Look up, my Zelica— one moment show 
Those gen ti e eyes to me, that I nmy know 
Thy life, thy Loveliness is not ali göne, 

But there, at least, shines as it ever slıone. 

Come, look upon thy Azîm —one dear glance, 

Like those of old, were heav ? n! vvhatever ehanee 
Hoth broııght thee here, oh, ’t wm a blessedone! 
There—-my loved lips—tlıey move— that kıas hatlı mu 
like the first shoot bf life througlı every vem, 

And now I elasp her, mine, ali mine again. 

Oh the delight — now, in tMs very hour, 

When had the whole rioh world been in my pcw’r, 

I sîıould Iıave singled out tlıee, only thee, 

From the whoîe world 5 s collected treasury — 

To havc tlıe e here—to lmng thus fondly o*er 
My own, best, purest Zeliea ence more 1 31 


It wels indeed the touch of those fond hps 
Hpon her eyes that clıased their slıort edipse, 
And, gradnal as the snoıır, at Heaven’s breath, 
Melts off and shows the azure ilo^rs beneath, 
Her lids onelosed, and the bright eyes were eeen 
Gazing on 2x1 —not, as they late had been, 
Q,uick, resüess, wild, bot moumMly serene ; 

Ab if to lie, ev’n for that traneed minute, 

S o near his he art, had consolatıon in it; 

And thus to tv ak e in his beloved earess 
Took fronı her soul one Iıalf its wretchedn 3S3- 
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But, when she heard him cali lıer good and püre, 

Oh, *t wae too much — too dreadful to endure! 
Shuddfeng she broke a w ay from his embrace. 

And, hidİng with both hands her guilty face, 

Saİd, in a tone ıvhose anguish wotıld have riv’n 
A he art of very marbîe, 44 Pare! — oh Heav’n I —- 

That ton£ — those looks so changed— the withermg 
blight, 

That sin and sorrow leave wh ere fer they Jight; 

The dead despondency of tiıose sıınk eyes, 

Whcre önce, lıad he tlıus met her by sınpnse, 

He Yvould have scen himseJf, too happy boy, 

Reilected in a thousand lights of joy; 

And tlıen tJıe place, — that brîght, unlıoly place, 

VVIıere vice lay hid beneath each wjnning grace 
And clıarm of lusfry, as the viper weaves 
[ts ıvily cov’ring of sweet balsam leaves, — 

Ah struck upon his heart, sudden and cold 
As detua itsel f;—it needs not to be told — 

No, no — he sees it ali, plam as the brand 
Of burning shame can mark — whatefer the hand 
That conld from Heav’n and Mm such briglıtness sever 
’T is done — to Heav’n and hım she fe lost for ever! 

It was a dreadful moment; not tbe tears, 

The lingTİng lasting misery of years 

Could mateh that mimi tefe anguish — ali the worst 

Of sonoYvfe elements in that dark burst 

Broke o’er his socl, and, with one crash of fate, 

Laid tlıe whole hopes of his life desolate. 

« Oh i cıırse me not, 71 she crİed, as wild ae toss’d 
His desp’rat* hand toVrds Heav’n — Mhough X ana 

lost, 
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Tl link not that guilt, that falsehooü marîe mc fkU, 

No, no — *t was grref, J t was madness did it ali i 
Nay, doubt me not—though ali thy love hatlı ceoserf 
I know it hatlı —yet, yet belieye, at least, 

That every sparlc of reason’s light mııst be 
Q,Lienc]fd in tlıis brain, ere I eould stray from thee, 
TL ey told me thou wert dead — why, Aüm 7 why 
Did w e not both of m that instant die * 

When we ™*ere parted ? oh î couldst tlıou but know 
Wîth wha£ a deep devotedness of woe 
I wept thy ab s ence — o 7 er and o ? er ağam 
Thinking of thee, stıU thee, tül though t grew pula, 
And mcîjfry, lılce a drop, that night and day, 

Fal İs cold and ceaseless, wore my heart away. 

Didst tiıon but know how pale I sat at home, 

My ey es stili tunfd the way thou wert to come, 

And, ali tire long, long night of hop e and fear, 

Thy voice and step stili sounding in my ear — 

Oh God ! tlıou wouldst not wouder that, at last, 

When every hope was ali at önce o’eıcast, 

When I lıeard fnghtfııl voice s round me say 
Jhim ü dead i — this vrrefclıed brain gave way, 

And I hecame a wreck, at lundom driven, 

Withour, on e glhnpse of reason or of Heavn — 

Ali \vild — and even this çuenchless love mthin 
Tum’d to foul fires to light me into sin! — 

Thou pitiest me —-I kneır tlıou wotıldst — that 
Hath naught beneath it half so lom as I, 

The üend 7 who lurcd me hither—^hisfc! come near* 
Or thou too, thou art lost, if he should hear— 

Told me such thirigs —— oh! vritlı such de^İsh ait, 

As would have ruirfd vfn a holier heart — 

Of thee and of that ever-radiaut sphere, 

W here blcss’d at lengtb, if I but served lûm here. 
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I elıou.d for ever live in Üıy dear sîght. 

And drink from thdse pııre ey es etemal light. 
Think, think how lost, how maddeni I must be, 

To hope that guılfc could lead to God or thee! 

Thou weepfet tor me — do weop—oh, that I duıst 
Kiss off tirat tear! but, no — these lîps are cursed, 
Tlıey must not touch tlıee; — one divine caress, 
Öne blessed moment of forgetfulness 
I Ve had ndtlıin those arms, and that shaîl 2ie, 
Shrined in my souVs deep menfıy tili I die } 

The Jast of joy 5 s last relics here beloır, 

The one sıvcet drop, in alJ this woste of woe, 

My İıeart has treasuıed from aftectioıfs spring, 

To sootlıe and cool ita deadly ıvithering î 
But tlıou — yes, thou must go™ for ever go; 

T his plaoe is not for thee—for thee ! oh no: 

Dıd I but teli tlıee îıalf, Üıy tortured brain 
Would burn İlke mine, and mine go wild again 1 
Enoughj that Guilt reigns here, that lıearts, önce good, 
Now taınted, chilFd, and broken, ar e his food. — 
Enouglı, that we are parted — that there rolla 
A fîood of headlong fate between our souls, 

Whose darkness severs me as wide from thee 
As beli from heavVı, to ali eternity l ” 

1£ Zelica, Zelica! ” the youth exclainfd, 

In ali the tortures of a inind inflamed 
Almost to madness — <c by that saered Heavkı, 
Where yet, if prayVs can move, thou *lt be forgivV^ 
As thou art here — here, in this writlıing heart, 

Ali sinful, wildj and ruiıfd as thou art: 

By the remembrance of our önce püre love, 

Whidı, like a churchyard light, stili burns aboye 



























LALLA LOOLIL 


63 

The grave of our lost eouls — wlıich gnJt in tlıee 
Cannot eKtinguish, nor despaır in me i 
1 do conjııre, implore tJıee to fly Iıence — 
îf thou hast yet one spark of innocenee, 

Fiy wıth me from this place ” — 

“ Wİth thee. oh blisa l 

*T is worth whole years oi torment to hear this, 

W hat ! take the lost one with thee P — let her rove 
By thy dear side, as in those days of love, 

When we were both so happy, botlı so puro —■ 

Too heav’nly dream l if there^s on earth a curs 
For the sunk heart, J t is this — day after day 
To be the bless’d coınpanion of thy way j 
To hear thy angel eloquence — to see 
Those virtuous eyes for ever turrf d on me; 

And, in their light rechnstcrfd silently, 

Like the stainM web that whitens in the sun, 

Gro'sv püre by being purely shone upon 1 

And thou wilt pray for me — I know thou wilt— 

At the dim vesper hour, vrhen thoughts of guilt 
Come heaviest o’er the hear t, thou *31 lift thine eyea, 
Ful! of sweet tears, unto the dark’nîrtg skies, 

And plead for me witlı Heav’n, till I can darc 
To fîx my own w e ak, sinfnl giances tkere ; 

Ti 13 the good angels, when they see me cling 
For ever near tlıee, pale and sorroıviug, 

Simli, for thy sake, pronomıce my soul forgiv’nj 
And bid thee take tlıy weeping slave to HeaVn! 

ÖIı yesj Pil fly with tbee—™ ÎJ 

Scarce had ehe saıd 
These breathless words, irken a voice deep and dresuj 
As that of Monker, wakmg tıp the dead 
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From their Rrst eleep —so startling ’t Ttas to both— 
Jvung fchrough the casemont near T “ Thy o atlı 3 thy oath I 
Oh Heav’n, the ghastliness of that Maid’s look! — 

«»T 13 he,” faintly she cried, alille tcrror shook 
Her inmost core, nor durst she lift îıer eyes, 

Though tlırough the casement, no w, naughtbut the skiea 
A mİ moonlight fields wcre seen, calm as before — 

K ? T is he T and 1 artı his — ali, ali is o'er — 

Go _ fly tîıis instant, or thou ’rt nıinM too — 

My oath, my oatîı, oh God I ’t is sil too true, 

Tıue as the worm in this coid heart it is — 

1 anı Mokaıma’s bride — his, Azim, his — 

The Dead stood round us, while l spoke that vow, 

Tlıeır blue lips echo’d it — T hear them now! 

Their eyes glared on me, whüe I pledged that bowl, 

’T was burniııg blood — I feel it in my soul î 

And the VeiFd Bridegroom — histi I 've seen to-night 

What angels kaow not of—so foul a siglıt, 

Sû horrible — oh 3 never may’st tiıou see 
W hat t here lies hıd from ali bot lıell and mal 
But I must bence — off, ofî — 1 am not tlıine, 

Nor HeavVs, nor Love’e, nor aught that is d ivme — 
Hold nıe not — ha! thınk’st thou the fıends that sever 
Hearts, cannot sundcr Iıands?— thus then— for ever, 

With ali that strength, whıch nıadncss lends the weak 
She flung away his arın; and, witîı a shriek, 

Whose sound, though he shonld İmger out more yeara 
Than wretclı e’er toltl, can never leave lûs eara — 
Flew np tbrough that long avenue of light, 

FleeÜy as some dark, ominous bird of night, 

Acrosa the sun, and soon was out of sighÜ 
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Lüllla Kookh could think of nothing ali day but 
the misery of these two young lovers* Her gayety 
w as göne, and she looked pensively even upon Fad- 
ladeen, She felt, too, witbout knoıving ıvhy, a aort of 
uneasy pleasure in imagining that Azim m us t hay e been 
just such e youth as Feıumorzj just as worthy to enjoy 
ali tlıe blessings, without any of the pangs, of that 
illiisıve passion, which too offcen, İlke tlıe sunny tıpples 
of Istkahar, is ali sweetness on oııe side, and ali bitter- 
ness on the othcr. 

As they passed along a sequestered river afler sun- 
set, they saw ayoung Hindoo girl upon the bank, \vhose 
employment seerned to tlıe in so straııge, that they 
stopped their palankeens to observe her. She had 
lighted a small lamp, fiil e d with oü of cocoa, and placing 
it in an earthen dişli, adorned ıvîth. a wreath of fiowers, 
had committed it with a trembling hand to the stream ; 
and was now aıradotısly w atehin g its progress do wn tlıe 
current, heedless of the gay eavalcade which had drawn 
up beside her, LalkRookh wtos ali curiosity;—nlıen 
one of her attendants, tfIio had Üye d upon tlıe banka 
of the Ganges, (where this ceremony is so frequent, 
that often, in the dusk of the evening, the river is seen 
glittering ali över with lighta, ilke tlıe Oton-Tala, or 
Sea of Stars^ informed the Princess that it was tlıe 
asaal ıvay in \vhich tlıe friends of those who had göne 
on dangerous voyages ofFered up vows for their safe 
return, If the lamp sunk immediately, the omen was 

disastrous; but ıf it ıvent shiııing down the atream, and 
6 * 
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eontinued to hum till entirely oul of sîghtj the retmn 
of the beloved object w as eonsidered as certain. 

Laik lloolîhj as they moved on, more than önce 
îooked back, to obscrve hovr the yoııng Hindoo’s lamp 
proceeded; and while she saw with pleasnre that it 
was stili unextingtıiâhed, she could not help fearing 
that ali the hopes of tiıis life were no betler tlıan thafc 
feeble light upon the river* The remainder of the 
jotımey was passed in silence. She no w, for the first 
time, felt that slıade of melanchoîy which oomes över 
the yotıtlıful maİden’s heart, as sıveet and fcransİent as 
her own breath npon a mirrûr; nor vvas it tİJİ she beard 
the İute of Femmorc, toucbed lightly at the door of her 
pavilion, that ebe waked from the revery m which she 
had been wandering. Instantly her ey es were lighted 
up witîı pleasure; and, after a few ımbeard romarks 
from Fadladeen upon the indecorum of a poet seating 
hımself in presence of a Princess, every thing was 
arranged as on the precedmg evening, and aü listen ad 
rith eagemessj ıvhile the story Üms contmued * - 
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Wh ose are the gilded tents that erowd the waj, 
Where ali was waste and s ilen t yesterday ? 

Thia city of War which, in a few short honra, 

Hath sprung up here, as if the magıc powers 
Of Him whoj in the tmnklîng of a star, 

Bııilt the high piîlar’d halis of Chilminar, 

Had conjured np, far as fJıe eye can see, 

This world of tents, and domes, ana sım-bright armoryî^ 
Princely pavilions, screen’d by mnny a foîd 
Of crimson cloth, and toppM with balis of goiûî — 
Steeds, with their housings of rich sil ver spun, 

Their chains and poıtrels glıtt’ring in the sun; 

And catnelSj tufted o’er ıvith Yemen*s sheils, 

Shaking in every breeze their light-toned bells! 


But yester-eve, so motionless around, 

So mııte was this wide plain, that not a sotınd 
But the far torrent, or the locııst bird 
Huntmg among the thickets, oould be heard; — 

Yet hark! what diseords no w, of ev’ry kînd, 

Shoute, îaııghs, and screnms are rcvclling in the wind 
The neigh of cavakythe tinkling thronga 
Of laden camels and their drivers* songs 
Ringing of arms, and fîapping in the breeze 
Of etreamers from ten thonsand conopies; — 

War-music, bursting ou t from time to tirne, 

Wîtlı gong and tymbalon’s tremendous chime; —■- 
Or, in Lhe pauee, when harsher sounds are mute, 

The meUöw breathings of seme horn or flüte, 
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That far ofF, broken by the eagle note 
Of th’ Abysalman trompet, swell and float 

Who leads this mighty army ? - ask ye i£ who ? * 
And mark ye not thoae banners of dark hue, 

The Night and Şhadow, över yönder tent ? — 

It is Üıe Caliptfs glorious armam ent 
Roused İn his Palace by Üıe dread alarms, 

That hourly came, of the false Frophefs anns, 

And of his Jıost of infıdels, who hurlhl 
Dedence derce at İslam and the ıvorld, — 

TJıough wom with Grecİan warflıre, and behind 
The veils of his brighfc Palace caîm reelined, 

Yet brookkî he not such blasphemy shonld stain* 
Thus mırevenged, the evening of his reign \ 

But, havin g swom npon Üıe Holy Grave 
To conquer or to perislı, önce more gave 
His shadowy banners proudly to the bre eze. 

And vrith an army, mirse d in victories. 

Here stands to cruslı the rebele that o’errun 
His blest and beauteous Province of the Sum 

Ne’er di d the march of Mahadi display 
Such pomp before ; — nor evhı wfcen on his way 
To Mecca’s Temple, ıvhen both land and sea 
Were spoiFd to feed the Pilgrim’s lımıry; 

Wlıen rotmd him, mid the bumingf sands, he eaw 
Fruits of the North in icy freshness thaw, 

And eool’d his İbirsty Hp, beneath tue glow 
Öf Mecca’s sun, with ttrns of Persian snovr i — 

Nor e’er did aroıament more grand than that 
Poıır irom the kingdoms of tlıe Caîiphat, 

First, in the van, Üıe People of the Rock, 

On tlıeir light mountain steeds, of royal stock- 
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Then, cMeflains of Damaseus, proud to see 
The flashing of their swords J rich marquetry; -« 
Men, from the regions near the Volgtfs moutlı, 
Mix’d with the mde, black archers of the Sonttı 
And Indian lancers, in white turban’d ranks, 

From the far Sinde, or Attoek’s sacred b anks, 

Wıth dasky legions from the Land of Myrrh, 

And many a mace-ann’d Moor and Mid-sea islande* 

Nor less in mnnber, though more new and rude 
tn warfaTe , s school, wa s the vast muititnde 
That, fired hy zeal, or hy oppression ıvrongd, 

Eound the white Standard of th’ iınposter throng’d 
Beside his thousands of Believers — blind, 

Burning and headİong as the Samiel wind — 

Many who felt, and more who feaFd to feel 
The bloody Islanıite’s conveıHng steel, 

Flock’d to his banner; — Chiefs of th’ Uzbek race, 
Waving their heron eresi with marüal grace; 
Turkomana, eountless as their flocks, led forth 
From th 1 aromatic pastursa of the North; 

Wild wamors of the turquoise hills, — and those 
Who dwell beyond the everlasting snows 
Of Hindoo Kosh, in stormy freedom bre d, 

Their fort tlıe rock, their carap the torrenfs be d. 

But nane, of ali who own’d the Chief *s command, 
Rush’d to that battle-field wiüı bolder hand, 

Or steraer lıate, than İran’a outlaıv’d men, 

Her Worelıippers of Fire — ali panting then 
For vengeance on Üf accursed Saraccn; 

Vengeance at last for their dear country spunfd. 
Her throne usurp’d, and her bright şiirin e s cfertunfd 
From Yezd’s etemal Mansion of the Fire, 

Where aged sainta in drearaa of Heav’n espire; 
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Prom Badkıij and those fountaiîıs of blue flamö 
That bum iııto the Caspian, fierce thcy came, 

Cardess for wlıat or whom the hlow was sped, 

So vengeance triunıplfd, and their tyrants blcd* 

Such. was the wild and miscellaneous hoşt, 

That Iıigh in air their motley banners toss’d 
Around the Prophet-Chîef — ali eyes stili bent 
Upoıı that glittering Veil, where’er it went, 

That beacon through the battle’s stormy flood, 

Tlıat rainbow of the fıeld, whose showers were blood 

Twiee hath the sim upon their conflict set, 

And risen again, and found them grappling yet; 

While streams of camage in his noontide blazc, 

Smoke up to Heav’n—hot as that crimson haze, 

By wbich the prostrate Caravan is awed, 
in the red Desert, when the wmd’s abroad, 

« On, Swords of God!* the panting Caliph calls, — 

“ Throııea for tlıe living—Heav’n for hım ıvho Ms 1 11 — 
« Oıı, bravo avengets, on, 1 ’ Mokanna cries, 

« And Eblis blast the recreant slave that ûies I H 
Now comes the brunt, tlıe crisis of the day — 

Th ey clash—they strivc—the Caliph’s troops gıve way 
Mokanna’s self plııcks the blaek Bamıcr down, 

And ııow the Orient WorM’s Imperial crown 
îs just wilhin his grasp —when, hark, that shout! 
Some lıand hath check’d tiıe flying MosleŞfa rout; 
And now they turu, tlıey rally — at theîr head 
A wamor (like those smgel youths who led, 

In glorıous panoply of HeavVs own mail, 

The Champions of the Faitlı throııgh Be def s vüe,) 
Bold as if gıfted with ten thoıısand lives, 

Tums on the herce pıtrsııefs blades, and drives 
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At önce the multitudınous torrent back— 

While hope and couıage kin&le in his trnck; 

And, at each step, his bloody falchîon makes 
Tercihle vistas through which vicfry breaks ! 

In vain Mokan na, midst the general flight, 

Stands, like the red moon, on somc stormy night, 
Auıong the fugitive clouds that, hunying by, 

Leave only her ıınshaken in tlıe sky — 

In vain he yelle his desperate cinleş ont, 

Deals death proraiscuously to ali ab on t, 

To foes that charge and coward fricnds that İly, 
And seems of alt tlıe Great Ardı-enemy* 

The panic sprcads—A miracle ! ” throaglıout 
Tlıe Moslem ranks, “a miracle P tlıey shout, 

Ali gazing on that youth, wlıose coming seema 
A light, a glory, such as breaks in dreams ; 

And ev’ry sword, true as o’er billow3 dim 
Tlıe needle tracks tlıe load-star, following İlim! 

Eight toVrds Mokanna no w he cleaves Ms path, 
Impatient cleaves 3 as tlıongh the bolt of wrath 
He bears from Heav’n withheld its awful burs t 
From weaker beads, and souls but half way cursen, 
To bre ak o’er ilim, the mightiest and the worstî 
But vain his speed—though, in that lıour of blood, 
Had ali GocFs seraphs round Mokaıma stood, 

With sıvords of fire, ready like fate to fail, 
M^kanna’s soul Tvould ha ve defied them ali; 

Yet now, the rush of fugitives, too strong 
For hum an force, hurries ev*n font along; 

In vain he stnıggles 3 mid the wedged array 
Of flying thousands —he is bome away; 

And tlıe sole j oy his batfled spiril knows, 

In tlıis forced flight, ıs — murdhûng as he goes l 
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As a grim tigor, whom the torrenfa mîght 
Surprisos in som e parch’d rayice at niglıt, 

Turns, ev*n İn dreıvnîng, on the wretched flocks, 
Swept with him in that snoıv-flood from the rocks, 
And, to the last, rîevouring on his w ay, 

Bloodies the stream he hath no power to stay* 

a Alla illa Alla i n — the glad shout rene w — 

* Alk Akbur! M — tbe Caliph’e in Meroa 
Hang on t yonr gilded tapestry in the streets* 

And light yo ur shrines and dıaunt your zirai çete* 

The $words of God lıave tricunphM—on his throne 
Your Calipli sits ? and the veihrl Chief hath fîotviL 
Wlıo do es not envy that young warrior no w, 

To whom thc Lord of İslam bends lıb brow, 

In ali the gmceful gratitudc of power, 

For his throne’s safety iıı that p eril ou s hour ? 

Who dotlı not wonder, when r amidst Üı’ aeclaıra 
Of thousandsj heralding to heaven his name — 

’Mid ali those hoİier lıarmonies of fame, 

Wlıieli souud along the patlı of vırtuous souls, 

Like music round a planet as it rolls, — 

He tnrns away—coldly, as ıf seme gloorn 
Hung o’er his heart no triumphs can illume; — 

Some sightless gnef, apon whose blasted gaze 
Tbough gloıy’s light may play, in vain it plays, 

Yes, wretched Azim I Üıine is such u grief, 

Bey on d ali hope, ail tenor, ali relief; 

A dark, cold calm, whiclı nothing no w can break, 

Or warm ot brighten,—like that Syrian Lake, 

Upon whose surface rnom and summer shetl 
Their smiles in vam, for ali beneath is dead t — 
Hearts there lıave been } o^er which tlıia weight of woe 
Came by long use of sulTring, tame and slow; 
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But tnine, lost youth î tyos sudden — över thee 
It broke at önce, ıvhen ali seem’d ecetacy 5 
When Hope look’d np, and saw the gloomy Past 
Melt into splendor, and BIiss dawn at last- 
T was then, ev-n then, o’er joys so freshly blown, 
This rnortal blıght of misery camc down; 

Ev’n then, the fail, waun gushings of thy heart 
Were check’d—like foımt-drops,froaen as they start— 
And tilere , İlke tham, cold, sıınlesa rolle s hangv 
Eaclı üx'd and chtİFd into a İastlng pang* 

One sole desıre, one passion now remains 
To keep Mfete fever stili witlıin his veins, 

Vengcanee ! — dire vengeancc on the wretch who 
cast 

O’er Mm and ali he loved tlıat ruinous blast 
For tlıiSj when rumors reached hım in his flight 
Far, far away, after that fatal night, — 

Ruraors of armies, thronging to th’ attack 

Of the VciPd Chief, — for thıs he Tving’d hıra back, 

Fleet as tlıe vulture speeds to dags unfurlM, 

And, wlıen ali hope seem’â desp’rate, vriidly huri d 
Ilimself into the scale, and saved a worl*t 
For this he stili lives on, careless of ali 
The Tvreaths that Gloıy on his path lets fail; 

For tiıis alone exists — lıtce lightning-iire, 

To speed one bolt of vengeance, and expire! 

But safe as yet that Spirit of Evil lives; 

With a small band of desp’rate ftıgıtives, 

The last sole stubbom fragment, left unrivhı, 

Of the proud hoşt that late stpod fronting Heav n, 
He gain’d Meıou — breathed a short cnrse of blood 
O'cr his loat thıone —then pass’d the Jihona flaod, 
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And gathVing ali, whote ırmdness of bclîef 
Stili sawa Saviour in their down~fhll 5 n Clnefj 
Raıeed the white banner within Neksheb’s gates* 
And there } untamed, th’ approaching conq*ror waits. 
Öf ali his Haranı, ali tlıat busy hive 
With musİc and with sweets sparkling alive^ 

He took but one, tlıe partner of his flight, 

One — not for love —not for her beauty’s light— 
No, Zelica stood ıvithering ’midst the gay* 

Wan as the blossom that fell yesterday 
From tif Alma tree and dıes, wMIe overhead 
Today’s yoırng i3ow*r is springing in its etcad* 

Öh, not for love — the dccpest ftnmn’d must be 
Touclı’d with ffeuven’s glory, ere s udi fiends as he 
Can feel one glimpse of Love’s divinity. 

But no* she is his victiın; — ihere lie ali 

Her charms for hım — clıarms that can never pall, 

As kmg as hell witlım his heart can stir, 

Ör one faint trace of Heaven is left in her, 

To wotk an angefs rain, — to behold 
As white a page as Yırtue e’er unrolfd 
Blacken, beneath his touelı, into a scroll 
Of damning sins, seafd with a burning soul — 
Tlıis is his trinmph ; tlıis the joy aceursed, 

That ranks him among domons ali but first: 

Thb gives the victim, that before hini lies 
Blighted and lost, a glory in his eyes, 

A light like that with whieh hell-fire illumes 
The ghastly, writhing vretch whom it c ons um es! 

But other tasks no w wait him —tnsks that no e d 
Ali the d cep daringııess of thought and deed 
With which the D iv es lıave gifted îıim — for mark, 
Över yon plains, which night had else made dark* 
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Those lanterns, countless as the winge& lights 
That spangle India’s fields on show*ry nights,— 

Far as the ir formidable gleoms thcy shed, 

The mighty leuts of the beleauguerer spread, 
Glimm’ring along th* horizon’s dıısky line, 

And theııce in nearer circles, till they ekine 
Among tîıe founts and grevce, o’er wtıidı the town 
İn ali ita ıırm’d magnificence boks tîown. 

Yet, fearless, from his lofty battlements 
Mokanna vieıvs that multitude of tents î 
Nay, sıniles lo think that, though entoiled, beset, 

Not less than myriads dar e to front İlim yet; — 

That iriendless, throneless, İze thus stands at bay, 
Evhı tiıııs a m a teli for myriads sııch as they* 
u Oh, for a sweep of that dark AngePs wing, 

Who brushM the tlıousands of th* Assyriaıı King 
To darkness in a moment, that I might 
People Helfs chambers wittı yon lıost to-night! 

But, come what raay, let who wül grasp the throne, 
Calipli or Prophet, Man alike Bhall groan j 
Let who w ili torture him, Prıest—Caliph — King—* 
Alike tlıia loathsome world of his shall ring 
With vietims 1 shrieks and ho^lings of the sîave, — 
Sounds, that slıall glad me evb withm my grave ! n 
Thus, to İıimseif — but to the scunty train 
StUl ]eft around him, a far different strain: — 

«Glorious Defon ders of the saçred Crown 
I bear from Heav’n, whose light nor blood shalî drowa 
Nor shadow of earth edipse « — before whose gems 
The paly pomp of Oıis world J s diadems, 

The crown of Gerashid, the pillapd throne 
Of Farviz, and the heron crest that shone, 
Magnificentj o’er Alfs beauteous ey es, 

Fade like the stara when morn is in the skies: 
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Warriora î rcjoice — tlıe port to whîch vre Ve paes*d 
O’er Bestiny’s dark wave, bearos on t at last! 

Vict’vy T s our own — T t is ıvritten m that Book 
tlpon vv-Iıose leaves none but tbe angels look, 

Tlmt Mam’s sceptre Bbaîl beneath tbe power 
Öf her great foe fail broken in that honr, 

W han tlıe moon’s mîghty orb, before ali ey es, 

From Neksheb’s Iloly Well portentously s hail riseî 
N qw tura and see! ”- 

They tum f d, and, as he spoke / 
A sudden sp] ender ali ajound tlıem broke, 

And they beheld an orb, aınple and bright, 

Rise from the Holy Well* and cast its li^bt 
Roıınd tbe rich City and tbe plain for miles, — 
Flinging sııclı radiance o*er tlıe güded tües 
Of many a deme and fnir-rooFd imaret, 

As autumn suns shcd rotınd tbe m wlıen they set 
Instant from ali who saw t h? illıısive sigu 
A muımur broke — “ Miraculous 1 divine l ” 

The Gheber BoVd, thinking his idol star 
Had waked, and burs t impatıent through the bar 
Of midnigbt, to infiarae İlim to the war; 

Wbile be of Moussa’s creed eaw, in tlmt ray, 

The glorious Light whicb, in his freedcnfs dny 
Had rested on the Ark, and noTr again 
Shone out to blcss tbe breaking- of his ehain. 

a To victory 1 ” is at önce the cry of ab — 

Nor stands Mokanna loit’ring at that cali; 

But instant the huge gates are flung aside, 

And forth, like a diminutive monntam-tide 
Into tbe boundlesa s e a, they speed tbeir coursa 
Rigid on into tbe Moslenfs mıglıty force* 
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The vratchmen of the camp, — who, in theır rouııds. 
Had paused, and evin forgot tho punçtu al scmnds 
Of tlıe simli drum with which they count the njgîıt, 
To gaze upon that superımtural light, — 

No w sink beneath an unexpected arra, 

And in a death-groan gıve their last alarm. 

“ On for tlıe lamps that light yon lofty screen, 

Nor blunt your b lades witlı massacre so mean; 
There reste the Caliph — speed — one lucky Janee 
May no w achieve mankind’s d eli verence.” 

DespVate the die — such as they only cast, 

Who venture for a world f and stake their lasL 
But Pate T s no Jonger with him — blade for blade 
Springs up to nıeeet thern thro> the glhnm’ring shado, 
And, as tlıe clash is heard, ne w legîons soon 
Pour to the spot İlke bees of Kauzeroon 
To the shrıll tinıbrePs summonSj — til], at length, 

The mighty camp swarms out in ali its strength, 

And back to Nekslıeb’s gates, covering tlıe plain 
With random elaughterj drives tlıe advcnturous tinin 
Among the last of whom the Silver Yeli 
Is seen glitt’rmg at times, like the whdte sail 
Of some toss’d vessel, on a stormy night, 

Catching the tempest’s momentary light! 

And hath not tkİ3 brought the proııcl spirit low ? 
Nor dash’d his broWj uor check’d his daring ? Net 
Though Jıalf the wretches> whom at night he led 
To tîırones and vict’ry, He dİsgraced and dead, 

Yet moming hears him with ımslırinking crest, 

Stili varnıt of thrones, and viet’ry to the rest \ — 

And they beîİeve him ! — oh, the lover may 
Distrust that look which steals his soul away ; — 

The babe may cease to think that it can plav 

7 * 
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Wıth Heaven’s rambow; — alchymists may doubt 
The shining gold thcir cmcible gives out; 

But FaıtJij fanatic Faith, önce wedded fast 
To some dear falseLood, hugs it to the ]ast 

And well th 5 Impostor knew ali iııres and arta, 
That Lueıfer e’er taught to tangle hearts; 

Nor, knirî these last bold workinga of his plot 
Against mente sonla, m Zelica forgot 
Ill-fated Zelica t had reason been 
Awake, through half the horrors fJıoıı hast seen, 
Thoıı never couldst iıave borne i£—Beath had come 
At önce, and takeu thy wrung spirit bome« 

But r t was not so —* a torpor, a euspense 
OF tlıought, almost of life, came o*er the intense 
And passionate struggles of that fearful nigbt, 

VYhen her İast hope of peace and heav’n took flight 
And though, at times, a gleam of frenzy broke, - 
As through some dull volcano’s veil of smoke 
Ominous flashings no w and then wiü start, 

Which slıow the fire *s stili buay at ita heart, 

Yet waa she mostly wmppM in solemn gloom,— 
Not euch as Azinfs, broodmg o’er ita doom, 

‘ And calm 'dntbont, as is the brow of death, 

Wİıile busy worms are gnaıring undementh— 

But in a blnnk and pulseless torpor, free 
Fronı thought or pain, a seaPd-up apatby, 

Which left her oft, with scarce öne lıving thrill, 

The cold, pale vietim of her tortker^s wilh 

Âgain, as in Merou, he had lıer deck’d 
Gorgeously out, the Friestese of the sect; 

And led her glittkîng forth before the eyes 
Of his rude tram, as to a saerifice, — 
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PaUid as slıe, the young devoted Bride 

Of tîıe fierce Nile, when, deck’d in ali the pride 

Of nuptıal pomp, e he sinks into his tide» 

And ıviııle the wretclıed maid hung down her he ad, 
And stood, as one just riseıı from the de ad, 

Amîd that gazıng crowd, the fıend woııld teli 
His credulous elaves it w us seme charm or spell 
Possess’d her noıv — and from that darken’d trance 
Should dawn ere long their Falth’s delivemnce. 

Or if, at timcsj goaded by guilty elıame, 

Her soul was roused, and words of vvildness came, 
Jnstant the bold blasphemer would translate 
Her ravings into oracles of fate, 

Would hail He&vVs signals in her fioslıing eyes, 
And cali her shrieks the language of the skies i 

But vain at lengtlı his arts — despaiı* is seen 
Gath’ring arouııd; and famirie comes to gleaıı 
Ali that the sword hatlı lefr unreap’d:. — in vain 
At mam and eve across the northem plain 
He looks impatieııt for the promised spears 
Of the wild Hordea and Tartar mountaineers ; 

Tlıey come not—wlıüe his herce beleaguerers poar 
Engine s of havoc in, unkııown before, 

And Iıorrible as newjavelins, that fly 
Enwreath r d with smoky flames through the dark sky 
And red-hot globes, that, opening as they mount, 
Dkcharge, as from a kindi e d Naptlıa fountj 
Showhs of consmning fire o*er ali below; 

Eooking, as through th’ illumined night they gf>, 
Like tlıose wild birds that by the Magians oft. 

At festivale of fire, were sent aloft 

Into the air, ıvith Mazing fagota tied 

To their huge v-ings, Bcatfring combustıon wid« 
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Ali night fhe groans of wretchea who expire, 

In agony, be ne atlı those darts of fire, 

Ring through tlıe city — while, descending o’er 
ita shrines and doraes and streets of syeamore, — 
ita lone bazaajs, with their brİght cloths of gold, 

Since the last peaceful pageant left ımrolPd, —* 

Its heatıteous rnarble baths, ıvhose idle jets 
How guslı with bloodj — and its tali minare ta, 

Tbat late ha ve stood up in the ev^ening glare 
Of the red atın, unhal]ow , d by a prayer; — 

Ö’er each, in turn, tlıe dreadful fiame-bolts fail, 

And death and confiagration througbout ali 
The desolate city hold high festival İ 

Mokanna sees the world is his no more; — 

One sting at parting, and his gıasp is o’er. 

* What! drooping mw ? ” — thus, with unblushing 
ebe ek. 

He hails the few, who y et can lıear him speak, 

Öf ali tlıose famislf d slaves around hiın lying, 

And by the lighf of blazing temples dying; — 
w What 1 —* drooping no w ? — no w, ndıen.&t kngth we 
press 

Home o ? er the very threshold of success; 

Whcn Alla from onr ranks hatlı thinn’d away 
Those grosser branehes, tlıat kept ©ut his ray 
Of favor from us, and we staııd at length 
Heirs of his light and children of his strengtîı, 

Tlıe clıosen few ? who sindi snırive tlıe fail 
Of Ringa and Thrones, triumphant över ali! 

Hava you tlıen lost, weak mumfrers as you are, 

Ali faith in hım who w as your Light, your Star? 
Have you forgot the ey e of glory, hid 
Beneath tiüs Veil, the fiashing of ıvhoae lid 
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Cüuld, like a sun-stroke of the desert, wither 
MlBİohb of such as yonder Clıief brings hither ? 

Long have ita Hghtnings slept — too long — but no w 
Ali earth akalı feeİ th s unveiling of this brow I 
To-ûight — yes, sainted men! this very nîght, 

I bid you ali to a fair festal rite, 

Where — having deep refresh’d each weary lirnb 
With viands, such as feast HeavVs cherubim, 

And kindi e d up yonr souls, no w sınık and d im, 

With that püre wine the Dark-eyed Maids above 
Keep, seaPd ıvith precioııs musk, for those they îove, 

I wiU myself uncurtaia m your eight 
The w on ders of this brow’s ineflable lığlı t; 

Then lead you Forth, and with a wink dispersû 
Yon myriadSj howling throtıgh tbe universe 1* 

Eager tlıey listen —while each aceent darts 
Ne w life into their chilIM and îıope-sick hearts; 

Sadi treacîfrons life as the cool draught supplies 
To him ııpon the stake 3 ttIig drinks and dies 1 
Wildly they point their İane es to tlıe light 
Of the fast-sinking sun, and shout “To-mght! w — 

“ To-ııigîıt,” their Chief re-edıoes in a voice 
Of fieııd-like mocidry that bîds he]] rejoiee, 

Deluded vietims l — nerer bath this earth 
Seen mounnng half so moumfui as their mirth. 

Here 3 to the fe\r ? whose İran frames had stood 
This racking waste of fam i ne and of blood, 

Faint, dying wretches chıng, from whom the shout 
Of triumph iike a maniada laugh broke out: — 

Tltere^ otüers, lighted by the smould’ring fire, 

Danced, like waıı ghosts about a funeral pyre, 

Among the dead and dying, strewM around; — 

While aome pala vnretch look’d on, and fronı his woaııd 
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Plucking the fiery dart by Tvhicb be bled, 

In ghastly transport waved it her his heaâ 1 

*T waa morc ttıan mîdmght now — a fearful patise 
Had follow s d the long shouts, the wild applause, 
That lately from those Eoyal Gardena burs t, 

W here the veîFd demon held his feast accursed, 
When Zelica — aks, poor rııin’d Iıeart, 

In evYy horror doom’d to bear ita part! — 

Waa b idden to the baııquet by a slave ? 

Who* while his qtıivYing lip the sıımmons gave* 
Gre\v black, as Üıough Üıe shadotvs of the grave 
CompassM İlim roıınd, and ere he eouid repeat 
His message throughj fell Jifeless at her feet! 
ShudcVring s he went — a souhfelt pang of fear, 

A presage that her owıı d ark doûm w as ncar, 

Roused ev Yy feeling, and brought Re as on back 
Önce more, to wrıÜıe her last upon the rack, 

Ali rouııö seenıd tranquil — ev’ıı tlıe foe had ceased 
As if aware of that dememse feastj 
His fıcry bolts; and though the hekv’ns look’d red, 
’T was but som e distant conflagratioıfs spread. 

Rut hark—s he stops—she liste na— dreadfu] toneî 
T is her Tormenters laugb — and no w, a groaıı, 

A long death-groan comes with it;—can this be 
The place of mirth, the bower of revelıy ? 

She enters — Iloly Alla! w hat a sight 
W as the re hefore her! Ey tlıe glimmYing light 
Of the poie dıîwn T ımx’d ırith the fkro of bronds 
That round lay burıringg dıoppkl from lifeless Jıand% 
She saw the board, m splendid moekery spread, 

Rİch censors breathing — garlands overhead — 

The urns, the cups, from whıch they lale had quaJFd 
AH gel d and geniş, but—ıvhat hadbeenthe draught^ 
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Oh! who ne e d ask, that saw those livid guests, 

VVitlı their swolVn heads sunlc blacMning on thek 
breasts, 

Ör looking pal o to HeavM with glasay glare. 

As if they eouglıt but saw no mcrcy there; 

As if they felt, though poıson rack’d them tlırough, 
Remorse tlıe deadiier torment of the two! 

While £0016, tlıe bravest, hardiest in the train 
ü r their false Chief, who on the battle-plain 
Would have met death with transport by lıis side, r 
Here mute and îıelpless gasp’d; — but, as they died, 
Look’d iıorrible vengeance with their eyee’ last strain, 
And clench’d tlıe sîack’ning hand at Mm in vain. 

Dreadful İt vras to see the ghastly stare, 

The stoııy look of horror and despair, 

Whiclı some of these expirbg victıms cast 
U pon their sonla’ tormentor to the last; — 

Upon that moeking Fiend, whose ve il, now raise d, 
Show’d them, as in deathte agony tlıey gazed, 

Not the long pıomised light, tlıe brow, whose beaming 
Was to come fortlı, ali conqu , rmg, ali redecming, 

But featurea horrîbler tkau Hell e’er traced 
On its ottu brood 5 ■— no Demon of the Wâste, 

No churchyard Ghole, canght ling’ring in the light 
Of the hlest sun, e’er bksted htıman sight 
With Uneaments so foııl, so fierce as thoae 
TM Impostor no\r t in grhıning mock’ry, shows: — 

« Tlıere, ye wise Şaints* behold yöar Light, your Star 
Ye wmdd be dııpes and victims 3 and ye arz, 

Is it enough ? or must 1 , evinle a thrill 
Livea in your sapient bosoms, eheat you stili ? 

Bırear that the buming death ye feel within 
Is but the trance with wMch HeavVs joys begin \ 
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That llııs foıü visale, foul as e’er disgraced 
Ev’n monstrous man, ıa — after God’s own taste; 

And that — but see ! — ere I have half-way said 
My greetings tkrough, th’ uncourteous souls are Öed 
Farewell, sweet epirits ! not in yaîn ye die, 

If Eblis loves you Imlf so wel! as L— 

Ha, my young bride! — f i i$ well —■ take thou thy aeat; 
Nay come— no shuddVıng — dıdst tboü ncver meet 
The Dead before ?—they graced our wedding, sweet \ 
And tkese, my guests to-night, îmve brimm’d so tnıe 
Their partîng cups, that ihou shalt pl etiğe one too* 

But — ho^ is this ? — alJ empty ? ali drunk up ? 
Ilotlips ha ve been before thee in the cup, 

Yoııng bride—yet stay—one precious drop remaiaa, 
Entugh to warm a fentle Priestess’ veıns; — 

Here, drink —and should thy lover’a conqu’ring arma 
Speed kither, ere thy lip lose ali its channs, 

Give Mm but half ttıis venom in thy kıss, 

And IM forgive my haughty livaFs bliss 1 

« For me —I too must die — but not like these 
Vile, rankling things, to fesler in the breeze j 
To Iıave this brow in mikan triıımplı shown } 

With al! death’s grimness added to ıts own, 

And rot to dust beneath the taunting ey es 
Of slaves, exelaiımng, i There his Godship lies! 5 
No —cursed race —since ürst my eoıû drew breşti* 
T hey *ve been my dupea, and sîıalL be ev’n in deatJ* 
Tlıou see’st yon cistern in the slıade —\is û\Yâ 
With burning drugs, for this last hour distilld:^— 
There wilî I plunge me in that hqmd flame — 

Fit batlı to lave a dying Prophet’s frame S — 

There perish, ali— ere pulse of Üıine shall fail — 

Nor leave one limb to teli mankİnd the tale- 
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Bo slıali my votanes, wlıeresoc T er they rave, 

Proclaim that Heav’n took back the Şahit it gaye \ — 

T hat I Ve but vanish’d from this earth awhile, 

To come again, with bright, ımshrouded amile! 

So shall they buiid me altars in tlıeîr zeaî, 

\Vhere knaves ehall minister, and fools slıali kneel; * 

W here Faith may mntter o 7 er her mysüc apeli, 

Wrü±en in blood, and Bigotry mey swell 

Tlıe sail he spreads for Ileav’n with blasU from keli 

So slıali my banner, İhrough hng ages, be 

Tlıe railying si gü of fraud and anarehy; — 

Ringa yet unboru s hail rue MokannaV name, 

And, though I die, my epirit, etili tlıe saıne, 

Slıali walk abroad in ali the stormy strife. 

And guilt, and blood, that were ita büse in life.— 

But, hark! their batfring engine shakes tlıe waU — 
Wky, let it ahake — thua I can brave Üıem ali. 

No trace of me ahali greet them, when they come, 

And I can truat thy faith, for *■— tlıon ? lt be dumb. 

Now mark how readily a wretclı like me, 

In one bold pionge commences Deity! ” 


He sprung and sunk r ns the last worda were saıd - 
Quiek elosed the buming waters o 3 er his head. 

And Zelica wds left — wîtinn the ring 
Of those wide wails the only living thing; 

The only wretched one, atili cursed with breath, 

In ali that frightfnl wildernesa of death! 

More like eome bloodlesa glıost —snch as, they lell, 
In the Lone Cities of the Silent dwell ) 

And there, ünseen of ali but Alla, sır, 

Each by ita own pale caıcaas, watehmg it 
8 
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But morn is up, and a fresh w ar fare stiıs 
Tlıroughout the camp of the beleaguerers, 

Their globes of fire {the dread artilTry lent 
By Greece to conquMrig Mahadİ) are spent; 

And now the scorpion’s shaît, the quarry sent 
Prom hıgh balistas, and the silicide d tîırong 
Of soldiers 6winging the huge ram along, 

Ali speak th 1 iıhpatient Islamite’s intent 
To try 3 at length, if tower and battlement 
And bastionkl wall be not less hard to ivin, 

Leas tough to break down thon the kearts ıvithîiL 
First in impoticnce and in toil Is he, 

The burcıing Azim — oh î could he but see 
Th J Inıpostor önce alive witlıin his grasp T 
Not the gaunt lion’s hug, nor boa’s clasp, 

Cotıld rnateh that gripe of vengeance, or keep pace 
With the feU heartiness of Hate’s crabrace! 

Loud ringa the pondkoııs ram against the walls j 
Now slmke the ramparts, no w a butfcress faHs } 

But stili no breach—“Önce more, one mighty swmg 
Of ali yoıır beams, together thunderiog! ” 

There—'Üıe wall shakes—the shouting troops exult, 
4 Quickj quick dkeharge yçnr weiglıtiest catapult 
Right on that spot, and Neksheh is our own 1 ” 

’T is done —■ tlıe batüements coıne crashing down, 
And the huge wall 3 by tiıat stroke rîv’n in two, 
Yawning, Hke some okl crater, rent ane^, 

Shows the dim, desolate city smoking ÜırougİL 
But strange! no signs of life — rnnght living seen 
Above, helow — what can thia stillness tnean ? 

A minutek pause sııspends ali he arta and ey es— 
“In through the breach” impetuous Azîm’cries* 
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Bat the cool Caliph, fearful of some wile 

In this blank stillness, cheeks the troops awlrile, — 

Just then, a figüre, with b\qw step, advanced 

Fortb from the nıin’d wolls, and, as there glancsd 

A sıınbeam över it, ali ey es could ses 

The T?ell-known Silver Veil İ— l0 T is He, ’t is ite, 

Mokanna, and alone !” they sboutf around; 

Young Azim from His steed springs to the ground - ■ 
“ Mine, Holy Caliph ' mme” be cries, “ the task 
To crush yon daring üreteli— *tîs ali I asL” 

Eager he dar ts to meet the demen foe, 

Who stili across wide heaps of ruin slow 
And falteriogly comes, tül they are near; 

Then, witH a boıınd, nıshes on Azirn's spear. 

And, casting oif the VeİI in falling, sbows — 

Oh î — J t is his ZelicuV life-blood that üows 1 

“I meant not, Azim” sootlıingly she said, 

As on his trembling arra she lean’d her head, 

And, looking in his face, saw anguislı Üıere 
Beyond ali ıvounds the quiv?ring flesh can bear - 
u I meant not thau shoaldst have the pain of tlıis ; — 
Though death, wîtlı tîıee thııs tasted, is a bliss 
Thon Tvonldst not rob ine of, dldsfc thon but know 
How oft I Ve pray’d to God I might cüe so l 
But the FiendV venom w as too scant and slow j *■ - 
To linger on irere madd’ning— and I thought 
If önce that Yeü—nay, look not on it — caught 
The eyes of your derce soldiery, I should be 
Strack fay a thousond death-darts instanlly. 

But this is sweeter — oh! helieve me, yes — 

I ıvould not change this sad, but dear caress, 

This death vritjım thy arms I would not give 
Fer the most smiling life the nappiest live İ 
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AH, that stood derk and drear before the ey e 
Of my stray’d soul, is passmg swiftly hy\ 

A light comes o’cr me from those looks of love, 

Liko the first dawn of rnercy from ab ov e: 

And if tîıy lips but teli me 1 3 m forgVrı, 

* Angels will eclıo the blest words in Heav’n 1 
But live, my Azim j — oh! to cali thee mine 
Thua önce again 1 my Azim — dream divİae î 
Live, if thou ever lov’dst me, if to meet 
Fhy Zelica hereafter would be sıveet, 

Oh, 11 ve to pray for her—to ben d the knee 
Morning and night before that Deity, 

To whom püre lips and hearts without a s Enin, 

As thine axe, Azim, never breathed in vain, — 

And pray that He may pardon her, — may take 
Compassioa on her soul for tlıy dear sake, 

And, naught rememVring but her lovc to tlıee, 

Hake her ali thine, ali Hb, eternally İ 
Go to those happy fields where first w e twined 
Our youthful hearts together — every wind 
That nıeets thee tlıere, fresk from tlıe weU4mowa 
âow J rs, 

WH1 bring the sweetnesa of those innocent hours 
Back to tîıy soul, and thou mayst feel again 
For tlıy poor Zelica as thou didst theu. 

So shall Ihy orison, ilke devv that fîiea 
To Heav’n upon the moming’s su ns bine, rise 
\Vith aıl loveb earliest ardor to tlıe skıes 1 
And ehould they but, alas, my senses fail — 

Oh for one minute 1 — should thy prayers prevail — 
If pardon’d souls may, from that World of Bliss, 
Eeveal their joy to those they love in thıs — 

İTİ come to thee—iıı seme sweet dream—and teli — 
Oh Heav’n — I die — dear love! farewell, fareweIL ,, 
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Time ilectcd'— years on years had pass’d away, 

And few of those whoj on that moıımM day. 

Had stood, with pity in their eyes, to see 
The maidcn’s death, and the youth’s agony, 

W ere lıving stili — when, by a rnstic grave. 

Beside the swift Amoo’s transparent wave, 

An aged man, who had grown aged the re 
By tlıat lone grave, moming and night in prayer, 

For the last time knelt down — and, thongh the shade 
Of deatlı hung dark’nmg över hini, there playkl 
A gl cam of rapture on his ey e and cheek, 

That brighten’d even Death — İlke tlıe last streak 
Of intense gîory on th ? horizon’s brim, 

Wben night o’er ali the rest hangs clıill and dim. 

His soııl had seen a Vision, ıvhile he slept; 

S he, for ıvhose spirit he had pray’d and wept 
So many years, had come to him, ali dress’d 
In an gel smiles, and told him elıe was blest i 
For tlııs the old man breatiıed his tlıanks, and tlied - 
And there, upon the banka of that loved tide, 

He and his Zeîica sleep side by side 

i» 
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The story of the Yeiled Prophet of Klıorassan bekg 
ended, they w er e no w doomed to hear Fadladecıfa 
eriticisin upon it A serics of disappoİntments and 
accidents had occtırred to this leaıned Chanıberinin 
dıı ring the journey. In the fi rat place, tkose conriers 
stationed, as in tlıc reign of Shah Jehan, betweöû Delili 
and tlıe Westem coast of indi a, to seçere a constant 
sııpply of mango es for tlıc RoyaJ Tablo, had, by some 
cmd irregularity, failed in tiıeir duty; and to eat auy 
mangoes but those of Mnzagong was, of course, impos- 
sible* în the next place, the elephant, laden with his 
fine antkjue porcelain, had, in an unusııal fit of live- 
liness, shattered the whole set to pİecea: — an irrepara- 
ble loss, as many of the vessels were eo exquisitely old, 
as to have been used uııder the Emperors Yan and 
Clıun, wlıo reigııed many ages before tlıe dynasty of 
Tangv His Koran, too, supposed to be the identıcal 
copy betwecn the 1 e av es of vrMch Mahomefa favori te 
pigeon used to nestle, lıad been mislaid by his Koran- 
bearer three ıvhole days; not without muclı spiritual 
alarm to Fadladeen, who 9 thoııgh professing to lıold 
*witlı etli er ] oy al and orthodox Mussulmans, thatsalvation 
could only>be fotmd in the Koran, was etrongly sus- 
pected of believing m his heart, Üıat it could only be 
fıiınd in his own partieukr copy of it Whcn to ali 
tııese grievances is added the obstinacy of the cooks, 
ın puttinğ the pepper of Onara iııto his ûishcg instead 
of Üıc cinnamon of Seveııdib, we may easily euppose 
that he canıe to tlıe task of eriticisin with, at least, a 
Biıfiıcient degree of imtability for the purpose. 
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İn order” &aid he, importantly sıvinging abuut his 
ühaplet of pearls, u to convey with elenme ss my opinion 
öf tlıc story this yoııng man has related, it is neccssary 
to take a review of ali the atones that lıave ever — n 
—-“ My good Fadladeen l M exciaimed the Princeas, 
interrupting hini, “ we really do not deserve that yon 
slıotıld give yourself so much trouble* Your opinioıı 
of the poem we have just heard, will, I Jmve no doubt, 
be ab tından tly edifying, witJıout any fnrther waste of 
your valııable erudition.”—“ If that be ali,” replied the 
critic,—evidentJy mortified at not being aJloived to siıow 
iıow much he knew ab o ut eveıy thing but tbe subject Im- 
mediately before Iıim — “ if that be ali that is required, 
the matter is easily dispatched.” He then proeeeded 
to analyze the poem, in that strain (so iveli knoıvn to 
the unfortnnate bards of Delhi) tvhose censurca ıvere 
an infliction from wlıicîı few recovered, and whose very 
praises ıvere like the honey extracted from the bitter 
flowcrs of the aloe. The chicf personages of the atory 
were, if he rightly understood them, an ill-favored 
gentleraan, with a veil över his face;— a yoııng lady, 
whose Teason went and came, according as it su ite d 
the poefs convenicnce to be sensible or otbenvîse ; — 
and a youth in one of those lıideous Bucharian bonnets, 
ıvlıo fcook the aforesaid gentîeman in a veil for a Diviıı- 
ity. “From such materiols,” said he, “vvhat can be 
expected?—after rivdlmg each other in longepeechus 
and absnrdities, through som e thousands of 1in es as 
indigesfcible as the fiîberts of Berdaa, our friend in the 
veil jumps into a tub of aquafortis; the young lady 
dies in a set speech, whose only recommendation is 
that it is her last; and the lovcr lives on to a good ol d 
age, for the laudible pnrpose of seeing her ghost, wîıicb 
he at last happıly accomplishes, and expircs. Thia, 
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yotı will alloıv, is a fair snnımary of tlıe story; and il 
Naeser, the Arabıan merchant, told no better, our Holj 
Prophet (to whom be ali honor and glory!) had no neeö 
to be jealtms of his abilities fbr story-telling* w 

With respect to the style, it was worthy of the mrtt- 
ter; — it had not even tlıose poiıtıc conlrivanees of 
etme tu re, whîch make up for the eommonness of the 
thougkts by the peculiarity of the manner, nor i hat 
State! y pootical phraseology by which sentiınents mean 
in thenaselves, Jike the blacksmith*s apron converted 
ınto a banner, are so easiJy gilt and embroidered into 
consequence. Then, as to tlıe versification, it was, to 
eay no \vorse of it, execrabJe: it had neither tlıe copious 
fiow of Ferdosi> the sweetness of Hafcz, nor the sen- 
tentious nmreh of Sadi; but appeared to hini, in the 
uneasy îıeaviness of its movements, to lıave be en 
modeÜed upon tlıe gait of a very tired dromedary. The 
lioenses, too, m whick it indnlged, were uppardonable; 
—for iııstance this line, and the poem abounded with 
enen;— 

Lİke the İlini, exquîsite musLc of a dream. 

“What critîo that can count,” saıd Fadladeen, “and 
iıan his fiili complement of hngers to count witiıal J 
wou!d tolerate for an instant su eh syllabic superdu- 
itıes ? ” —- He bere looked round, and discovered tlıat 
most of his audience \rere asleep; while the glimmer- 
ing laınps secine d İnelined to follow their example* It 
became necessary, therefore, hoırever paînful to* hİm- 
self, to put an end to his valtıable animadversions for 
the present, and he accordingly concluded, wıtıı an air 
of dignified candor, fhusî— ** Notwithstanâmg the 
observations which I lıave thouglıt it my dnty to make, 
it is by no means mv wish to discoıırage the yoım« 
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man. — so far from it, indced, that if he wül but totally 
a] ter his style of ıvriting and thinldng, î have very 
litüe doubt that I shall be vastly pleased with hiırt” 
Some days elapscd, after this haran gu e of the Greut 
Chamberlain, b efor e Lalla Rookh cotıld venture to ?uk 
for anotlıer story. The youth w as stili a welc rae 
guest in tbe pav ılkın —to ene heart, perhaps, ten. 
dangeroıısly welconi8 * —- but ali mention of poetry was, 
as if by common consent, avoirîed* Though ıtone of 
the party had nmch reepect for Fadladeen, yet his cen- 
eures, thue nıagisterially delivered, evidently made an 
impreseion on tlıem ali The Pont, lıiınself, to whonı 
eriticisin was qnite a new operation, {bcing wholly 
unknovm in that Paradise öf tho îndies, Cashmere,) 
felt the ehock as it is generally felt at first, tül use has 
made it more tolerabîe to the patieııt; — the Ladies 
began to suspect that they ouglıt not to be pleased, and 
seemed to conclude that there rnnst have been much 
good sense in what Fadladeen said, from its lıavirig set 
tlıem ali so soundly to sleep; — while the selF-compla- 
çent Chamberlain was left to triumph in the idea of 
having, for Üıe hundred and fîftieth time in his Üle, 
extingııished a Poet Lalla Rookh alone —and Love 
knew why—peısîstcd in being delighted mtfı ali she 
had îıeard, and resolving to Jıear more as epeedily as 
possible. Her manner, however, of ftrst retııraing to 
the eubject was ıınlncky. it was while^tlıey resieıi 
dnrhıg tlıe heat of neon near a fomıtain, on wEch sorno 
iıand had rodeîy traced tlıose well-known Tvords from 
the Garden of Sadi,—“ Many, like me, have vien ed tlıis 
fonntam,but they are göne, and their eyes are elosed for 

ever î_that she took occasion, from tlıe rnelancholy 

oeaııty of thia passage, to dwell upon tlıe charms of po- 
etry in general. “ It is true* siıe said, “ few poets caa 
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imitato that sublime bird, whictı flies alrvays in the air 
and never toucîıes the eorth:— it i#only önce in ‘luany 
agea a Genius appears, whose words f like those on tlıo 
Written Mountain, last forever t — but stili there üre 
Bomc t as delighted, perhaps, though not so ıvonderful, 
tvIiOj if not Etars över our head, are at least İlowers 
uong our patlı, and whose sweetness of tlıe moment 
wg ought gmtefnlly to inlide, ıvithout calling npon 
the m for a brightness and a d ıır&b ili t.y beyond llıeir 
nature. in short,” conümıed slıe, blushing, as if con- 
ecious of being cangM in an oration, “ it is qıute emel 
that a poet cannot wander throııgh his regions of 
enehantment, wit!ıout having a crific forever, İlke tbe 
oldMan of the Sea, uponhis back!” — Fadladeen, it 
was plain, took this last luckless allusion to hinıself, 
and TVûuld treasure it üp m İns mind as a whetstone for 
his next eriticisin. A gudden silence ensued; and tlıe 
Princess, glancing a look at Feramorz, saw plainly sbe 
must wait for a more courageous moment 
But the glories of Natura, and her ıvild, fragrant airs, 
playing fresbly över ihe cunent of youlhful spirts, w ili 
eoon heod even deeper wounds tfıan the dull Fadladeens 
of this ırorld can înflict In an evening or two after, 
they came to the e mali VaJley of Gardens, whiclı lıad 
be en planted by order of the Emperor, for his favorite 
Bİster Rochinara, during their progress to Cashmere, 
eome years before; and ne ver was tîıere a more spark- 
lin g assemblage of sıveets since the Gulzar-e^lrem, or 
Rose-bowerof İrem. Every preeious flower \?m there 
to be found, that poetry, or love, or religıon, has ever 
conseerated; from the dark hyacinth, to which Hafez 
compares hb mistreas’s hair, to the Câmalalâ, by ıvhose 
rosy blossoma the heaven of Indra is scenied. As they 
&at in the cool fragrance of Üıis delicious spot, and 





















* ■' LALI‘A ROOKH. 95 

Lalla Rookhremarked tlıat she COUİd fancy it the abode 
of that Flower-loving Nymplı whoın they worehip in 
the temples of Kathay, or of one of those Peris, those 
beaııtiful creatures of the air, wlıo live ııpon perfumcs, 
and to whom a place like thİs aightmake some amenda 
for the Paradise they hav e lost,— the young Poet, m 
rvhose eyes she appeared, while ehe spoke, to be one 
of the bright spiritual creatures she w as describing, 
said hesitatingly that he renıembered a Story of a Peri, 
which, if tlıe Prmcess had no objection, he would ven- 
ture to relate. “It is,” said he, with an appealing look 
to Fadladeen, “ in a lighter and humbler strain than the 
otlıerthen, striking a few carelesa but melancholy 
thords on his kitar he thua began: 























^ ¥ 




Y 


4fM 

; **■[ 




PARADİSE AND THE PERL 


One ınorn a Peri at the gate 


Of Eden stood disconsolate; 

And as eke listeni to tlıe Springs 
Of Life within, İlke mıısic floVing, 

And caııght the liglıt upon her ıvings 
Through the half-open portal gIowiııg. 

8he \vept to tlıink her recreant ra.ee 
Should e’er ha ve lost tlıat giorious place 1 

m - • .* 4 * 

** How happy, î? exclaım’d tlıis ehild of mr 
w A re tfıe holy Spirits wbo wamd£r there, 

Mid flowers tlıat never shall fade or fail; 
Tlıough mine are the gar dene of eartlı and sea^ 
And the etars themselves kav e flovvers for me, ( 
One blossom of Heaven outblooms the m ali! 


“ Tlıough s timi y tlıe Lake of cool Gaslim ere, 
Wıtlı its pîane-tree isle refleeted clear, 

And sweetly tlıe founts of that YaHey fail; 
Though bright are the waters of Smg-su-kaj, 
Aııd the golden floods that tMtherwârd straj% 
Yet— oh, ? tis only the Blest can say 
How the waters of Heaven outfiHne them ali S 


(t Go s wing thy flightsfrom star to star 7 
From world t^lumînous vrorld, as far 


* İ\ f 
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As the universo spreads its flaming wall: 
Take ali the pleasures of ali the spheres, 
And multiply eacîı through endless years, 
One minute of heaven is worth them ali) ” 

The glorious Angel ? who was keeping 
The gates of Light,beheld her weeping; 
And, a@ he nearer dr e w and listen’d 
T o her sad song, a tear-drüp glıaterfd 
Within Jıİ3 eyeîids, like the spray 
From Edence fountain, ıvhen it lies 
On the blue üotvV, which — Bramins say — 
Bloonıs nowhere biat in Paradise, 

* 

u Nymph of a fair but errlng Line 1 ” 

Gently he said — One hope is thine. 

’T is written in the Book of Fate, 

The Peri yet may be forgivhı 
Wh& brings to thü Eternal gait 
The Gift (hat is most dear to Heav'n 1 
Go, seek it, and redeem thy sin — 

*T is sweet to let the pardotfâ İd ” 

Rapidly as comets n m 

To th 1 embraces of the Sun — 

Fleeter than the stany frrands 
Flung at nigJıt from ajıgel handa ■ 

At those dark and daring sprites 
Who wonld climb t h 1 empyreal Iıeights, 
Down the bine vault the Peri flies, 

And, lîghted earthward by a glance 
That just then broke from moming’s eyee, 
Hung bov’ring o*er our world’s espanse. 
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But ndıither s hail the Spiril ga 
To fiııd this ğifl for Heavkı ? — “ İ know 
The wealtlij îJ she cries, fC of every urn 
In whiçh unnmnbePd rubies buru, 

Bcneath the pillars of Chilminarj 
I know where the Isles of Perfunıe are t 
Many a fathom down in tlıe sea* 

To the eoufîı of sun-brİght Araby; 

T knoı^j too, wîıere the Genii hıd 
The je^elPd cup of their King JamsMd, 

With Life*s elbrir sparkling high— 

But gifbs like these are not for the sky* 

Where wa b there ever a gem that shone 
Like the ateps of Alla's wonderful Thronc ? 

And the Drops of Life—oh! what would they b« 
In the boundless Deep of Eternity?” 


Whde thııs she mıısed, her pınions fann’d 
The air of that eweet Indian land, 

Whose air is balen; whose ocean spreads 
0*er coral roeks, and amber beds ; 

WIıose mountainSj pregnant by the beam 
Öf the w ar m sun, with diamonds teenı 
Whose rivulete ar e like riclı brides, 
Lovely, with gol d beneath their tides; 
Whose sandal groves and bo^rs of epiee 
Might be a Peri’s Paradise! 

But erimsen now her rivers ran 

tVİthhuman Mood—the ameli of death 
Canı e reeking from those spicy bow’rs, 
And man, the sacrifice of man 3 
Mingled his taint with ev 1 ry breath 
Upwafted from thMımocent flowVs 

İL 
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Land of the Sim! what foot mvadea 
Thy Pagods and^thy pilkr’d shades — 

Thy cavern skrines, and Idol stones* 

Thy Monarehs and the îr thousand Tbronca 
’T is He of Gama — ferce in wrath 
He comea, and Indİa’s diafems 
Lie scattcr’d in his rııinoııs path, — 

His bloodhounds he adorna with gema 
Toru from tiıe violated necka 

Of mâ'ny a young and loved Saltana ; 
Maıdens, trithin theır püre Zonana* 
Priests in the very fane he slaughters, 
And chokes up mih the glitt’ring wrccka 
Of golden shrincs the eacred waters l 


Downward the Peri taraş her gaze, 

And, Üırough the ım-field’s bloody haze 
Beholds a youthful warrior stand, 

Alone beside lıis native river, — 

The red blade broken in his tıand t 
And the last arrow in his quiver* 

“ Live” said tlıe Conq’rer, f£ live tö share 
The trophies and the crowns I bearl” 
Silent Üıat youthful warrior stoorî — 
Siient be pointed to the flood 
A1J erimsen wjtlı his coıratry’s bJood, 

Then set t his last remnining d art 
For answer, to İh 1 învader’s hearL 

# 

False d e w the shafl, though pointed well; 
The Tyrant lived, the Hero fell î — 
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Yet mark’d tlıe Perl wkere he lay T 
And, when the rush of war was past, 
Sıvifüy descending oıı a ray 

Öf morning lîght, she caught the Inst — 
Last glorious drop his heaxt had sherî, 
Before İta free-born spırit fîed! ,s 


* £ Be this ? ” she cried, as she wing T d her fliglit, 
a My ’nreleome gift at the Gates of Light 
Though foul are the drops that oft di stil 
On tlıe field of warfare f blood like this, 

For Liberty ahed, s o Jıoly is, 

It wouid not stain the püresi rill, 

That sparldes among the Bowers of Jîlisa! 

Oh, if there be, on this earthly splıere, 

A boon, an offering Heav’n holds dear, 

’T is tlıe last libation Liberty draws 

From Üıe he art that bleeds and breakâ m her cause rf 


u Sıveet, 1 * saki the Angel, as she g&ve 
The gift into his radıant hand, 

“ Sweet is our evelenme of the Bravo 
Wlıo die thns for theır native Laııd. — 
But see— alas! —the crystal bar 
Of Eden moves not — holier far 
Than ev*n tlıis drop the boon rnust be 
* That opes the Gates of Heavhı for thee, rBr 

Her hrst fon d hop e of Eden b lig] ite d, 

No w among Afric’s kınar Mountains, 

Far to the South, the Peri lighted; 

And sleekM her plumage at tiyi fonntaina 
Of that Egyptian tide — whose birth 
Is hidden from the sons of eartb 
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Deep in those sohfcary woods 
Where oft the Genii of the Floods 
D&nce round the eradle of the ir Nüe, 

And hail the new-born Giant’s s m ile* 

Thence över Egypt’s palmy grovee, 

Her grots, and eepulchres of Kıngs, 

The exiled Spirit sighing roves ; 

And no w hangs list’ning to the doves 
In warm Kosetta’s vale— no\v loves 
To watch the moonlight on the ıvings 
Of the wblte pelicans that hreak 
Tlıe azure calra of Mceris’ Lake. 

’T was a İh ir scene — a Lan d mor e bright 
Ne ver did mortal ey e behold 1 
Who couîd have thougfıt, that saw Üüs night 
Those valleys and their frııits of gold 
Baaking in BeavVs serenest light } — 

Those groups of lovely date-trees bendîng 
Languidly their leaf-ctfOTifd he ad s, 

Like yeuthful mairîSj when sleep descending 
Waxns them to their silken be da; — 
Those virgin lilıes, ali tlıe niglıt 
Eathing their beauties in the lake 
That they may rise more fresh and bright, 
When their bele ve d Smfs awake; — 
Those ruin’d shrines and towks that seem 
The relics of a splendid dream; 

Amid whose fairy lonelİness 
Naught but the Iapwîng’s cıy is heard, 
Naught seen but (when the shadowe 5 Sitting 
Fast from the ınoon, nnsheath its gleamlı 
Seme purple-ıving’d Sıütanna sitting 
TJpon a column, motionless 
And glitt’ring like an Idol bird. —- 
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Who could İıave thought, that there, ev^n there, 
Amid those seenes sû stili and fair, 

The Demen of the Plagne hatlı cast 
From his hot wing a deadlıer blast, 

More mortaî far than ever c&me 
From tlıe re d DeserPs sanda of flame! 

So quickj tlıat ev’ry living fhing 
Of hu man slıape, touch’d hy his wing, 

Like plante, where tlıe Simoon hath pass’d. 

At önce falls bkck and withering ! 

The sun vvent down on many a bro’vv 
WIıichj fıı II of bloom and fresbness then, 

Is rankling in tlıe pest-house no w, 

And ne’er will feel that sun again* 

And, oh! to see th 1 unburied Jıeaps 
On which tlıe lonely moonlight sleeps — 

The very vultnres turu away, 

And sicken at so foul a prey 1 
Önly tlıe fierce hyama stalks 
Throughoııt tlıe city’s desolate walks 
At midnight, and his eamage plies: — 

Woe to the half-dead wretch, who meeta 
The glaring of those large blue eyes 
Aınirî tlıe darkness of the streete! 

u Poor ı*ace of men! ” said the pitying Spirit, 

“ Dearly ye pay for yoıır primal Fail — 

Some floVrets of Eden ye stili inherit, 

But the trail of the Serpent is över them alî * 

Sİıe wcpt — th? air grcw püre and clear 
Aroıınd her, as the brîght drops ran } 

For there T s a magic in each tear, 

Such kindly S pirite weep for man \ 
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Smt tlıen beneath some mange trees, 

Whose fruit and blossovas in the breeze 
Were vvajıtoning togelher, free, 

Lite age at play with infancy — 

Ben e at lı that fresk and apringmg bower, 
Close by the Lake, she heard tbe moan 
Öf ene who, at this silent hour, 

Had thither stoPıı to dîe alone* 

Öne who in life where 1 er he rnoved, 

Drew after lûm the fıearts of many; 

Yet now, as though lıe m’et were loved, 

Dies here ünse en, urnrept by any i 
Norje to watch near him — none to slake 
The fire that in his bosorn lies, 

\Yith ey 3 n a sprinkle from that lake, 

Wlıieh shines so cool before his ey es* 

No voice, w eli known through raany a day, 
To speak the last, the parting word, 
Whicb, when ali otlıer sounds decay, 

Is atili İlke distant music heard ; — 

That tender farewell on the shore 
Of tlıia ru.de world, wlıcn ali is û*er, 

Which cheeıs the spiril, ere ıts bark 
Puts off into the nnknown D ark 


Beserted youth l one thought alone 
Shed joy around his soul in de atlı — 

That she, wlıom he for years had known. 

And loved, and might havû calfd his own, 

Was safe from this foul midıught’s breatlı,— 
Safe in ber fatlıer’s princely halis, 

W here the cool airs from fountain falla* 

Freshly perfumed by many a brand 
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Of the sweet wood from Lüdia’g land } 

W ere püre as she whose brow tlıey f^nn’d, 

But sm — who yonder eomes by stealth, 
This oıelanckoly bow*r to s e ek, 

Like a young envoy/sent by Health, 

With rosy giffe upon her ckeek ? 

T is she — far off, through moonlight dinu 
He kneTV' his owıı betrothed bride, 

She 3 w1îo wuld rather die with him, 

TJıan live to gain Lfıe wortâ beside! — 
Her arma are round her Jover no w, 

His Hvid cheek to hers she press es. 

And dips/to bind his burning brow, 

In the cool lake her loosenM tresses. 

Ah! önce, how little did be tlıink 

Au hour would come, when he should ohımk 

Witlı horror from that dear embrace, 

Those gentle onns, that were to hira 
Holy as is the cradling place 
Of Eden’s infant chembim !* 

And now he yields — now tums away 
Shudd’ring as ıf tlıe venom lay 
AH in those proflbr’d lips aJone — 

Those lips that, then so fearless growıı, 

Never until that iustant came 

Near his ıınmask’d or without shame, 

“ Oh! let me only breathe the air, 

The blessed air, that’s breathed by thee, 
And, wlıether on its wiugs it bear 
Heahng or death, 5 t is sweet to me 1 
Thcre — drink my tearş, while yet they fail - 
Would that my bosom’s blood were balm, 
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And, well Ikon knov^st, I T d shed it ali, 

To give thy brow one minnte’B calm. 

Nay, turu not from me tiıat dear face — 

Am I not tbine — thy own loved bride ■« 
The one, the ekosen one, whose plaee 
In life or deatlı is by thy side ? 

Think’st thou that she, vrhose oıdy iight, 

Xn this dim worldj from tlıe e kath abone, 
Could bear the long, tlıe cheerless nignt, 
That must be hers wh<m thou art göne? 
Tiıat I can live, and let Üıee go, 

Wko art my life itself ? -—■ No, no — 

Wken tlıe stem dies the Icaf tkat grew 
O ut of ita heaıt must perish too! 

Then turn to me, my owh love, turu, 

Before, like thee, I tade and bura \ 

Cling to tkese yet cooİ Lips, and share 
Thelast püre life tiıat lingcrs tlıere 1* 

Ske fail s — slıe sinks—as dies the lamp 
In chamel airs, or eavern-daınp, 
go quickly do his baleful eigbs 
Quenclı ali the svreet lıght of her eyee. 

O ne struggle — and his pain is pas t — 

Her lover is no loııger living! 

One Mss tlıe maiden gives, one lost, 

Long İrise, which she expires in givîngl 

« Sleep,” said the Peri, as sofily she stole 
The farewell sigh of that vftnbking soul. 
As true as e*er warnfd a \vomarfs breaet — 
u Sleep on, in visions of odor rest, 

İn balmier airs tlıaıı ever yet stirrid 
Th’ ene har te d pile of that lonely biri 
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WÎ10 skıgs at the lasfc his own death-lay, 

And in music and perftırne dies away i n 
Thus saying* from her lips she spreâd 
UneartÜly breathings through the place, 

And shook her sparkiing wreath, and s he d 
Such lııstre o’er eaeh paly faee, 

That like t w o lovely saints they seenfd, 

Upon tlıe eve of doomsday t öken 
From their dim graves, in odor sleeping j 
While that benevolent Perl beanı’d 
Lilte tlıeir good angel, calmly keepıng 
Watch o’er them till their souls should wakeifc 

But mom is blnshing in the sky; 

A gam tlıe Peri soafs aböve* 

Bearing to Heav’n that precious eigh 
Of püre, self-saerifiomg love. 

High thrpbb’d her heart, vrith hope ekte, 

T lı’ Elysian palın slıe soon shall Trio, 

For the bright Spirit at tlıe gate 
Snıiled as slıe gave that ofHring İn; 

And she already hears tlıe treeff 
Of Eden, wıth their prystal helis 
Ringing in tlıat aoıbrosial bre eze 
That from the throne of Âllh swelb ; 

And she can see tlıe starry fcûwls 
That lie around that Iucid lake, 

Upon whose banka admitted Sonls 
Their first sweet dranght of glory take! 

But, ah! cv*n PerTs hopes are vaın ■— 

Again the fates forbade, ağam 

*Tİf îmmortal barrier closed *—* “ Not yet* 

The Angel said, as, with regret, 
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He shut from her that glimpse of glory — 

“ True was the maiden, and her atory, 

Wr itten in light o’er Alla’s he ad, 

By eeraph ey es ahali long be read* 

But Beri, ece —tlıe crystal bar 
Of Eden moves not — holler far 
Than ev’n thia sigh the boon nıust be 
That opea tlıe Gates of HeaVh for thee. 

No w, upon Syria’s land of roses 
Softly the light of Eve reposea. 

And, like a gloıy, the broad sun 
Hangs över sal n te d Lebanon j 
Whose head in ıvintry gnmdeur tow 7 m, 

And ivin te ne with eternal sleet, 

While sumroer, in a vale of flow'rs, 

Ta sleeping rosy at his feet 

• . J *»,■* * 

To one, ıvho look’d from npper air 
Cfer ali tb’ enehanted regıons there, 

How beauteoue must hav e been the g!ow ? 

The life, thd sparkling from beloiv 1 
Fair gardens* sîıming streams, ıvith ranks, 

Of golden mel ons on their banka, 

More golden where the sundight falla; — 

Gay Uzarda, gîitt’ring on the walla 
Öf min’d shrinea, busy and bright 
Aa they ıvere ali alive with light; 

And yet, more splendid, numeroua Socka 
Of pigeons, eettling on the rocks, 

Wİth their rich restfeaa Tvings, that gleam 
Variously in the erimsem beam 
Of the warm West, — aa if inlaid 
With brillknts from the mine, er made 
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Of tearless rainbowg, bucİi as ey an 
Th 1 unclouded ski es of Pertetan. 

And then the mingling aonnds thftt cöme, 
Öf shepherd’s ancient reed, with hum 
Of the wild bees of Palestine, 

Banqueting thıough the flow’ry vale£ \ 
And, lordan, those sweet banks of thine, 
And Tyoode, eo MI of niglıtingales. 

But naught can chann (he luckless Pen; 
Her soul is aad—-her wıngs a re weary —- 
Joyİess she sees tlıe Sun look down 
On that great Temple, önce his o wn, 
Wbose lonely columns stand sublime, 
Flingmg their shadows frorn on high, 
Like dials, which the wizard, Time, 

Had raised to count his ages by! 

Yet haply there nmy He conceaPd 
Beneath those Chamhers of the Sun, 
Some amulet of gems, amıeaVd 
în upper fires, some tablet seal’d 
With tlıe great name of Soiomon, 
Which, spelFrî by her illumhıed eyes, 
May teaeh her wiıere, beneath the rnoon, 
In earth or ooean, îies the boon, 

The chojın, that can restore so soon 
An erring Spirit to tlıe ekies. 

CheePd by this hope she bende her thıther 
Stili laughs the radiant ey e of Heaven, 
Nor have the golden bowers of Even 
In the rieh West begım to wiiher; — 
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VYhen, o*er the vale of Balbec \vinging 
Slowly t she sees a ehil d at play 
Among the rosy wjld-flow ? rs singing, 

As rosy and as wild as they; 

Chasing, w itli eager handa and ey es, 

The beautifııl blue damsel-fîies, 

That fîutter’d round the j as mine atoma, 
Like w Logo d flow*rs or flying gema ; — 
And, near the boy, who tire d with play 
No w nestling bnid the rese s lay, 

She saw a wearied man dismount 
îYom his ho£ steed, and on the briıık 
Of a amali imaret’s rustic foımt 
înıpatîent füog him down to drink. 

Then swıft lıis haggard brow he turn’d 
To the fair child, wlıo fearless sat, 
Thoogh never yet hath day-beam bnnfd 
Upon a brow more fierce than that,—■ 
Sııllenly fierce — a mixtore dire, 

Like thunder-clouds of gloom and fire; 

In ıvhich the Perfs ey e could read 
Dark tales of rnany a ruthless deed; 

The nün*d maid —* the shrine profaned — 
Oaths broken — and tîıe threslıold stain f d 
With blood of guests l—thcre written* aU f 
Black as the danming drops that fail 
From the denornıcing AngePe pen, 

Ere Mercy weeps them out again. 

Yet tranquil now tlıat man of erime 
(As İf the balmy evening time 
Soften’d his spirit) look’d and lay, 
Watching the rosy infant’s play: — 


f 
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Though stili, ^hene’er his ey e by cîıance 
Fell on the boy’s, ıts lurid glance 
Met that uncloııded, joyous gose. 

As torches, that have bumM ali night 
Thraugh som e im püre and godless rite, 
Encotmter moming’s glorious ray s. 

But, hark I the vesper cali to prayY, 

As elow tİıe orb of dayliglıt sets, 

Js rising sıveetly on the air, 

From Syria’s thousand minare fcs 
The boy has started from tJıe bed 
Of flow J rs, where he had laid Jıis head, 

And rîowıı tıpon the fragrant sod 
Kneels with his fbrehead to the south, 
Lispıng th’ eternal name of God 
From Purity’s own clıerub mouth, 

And looking, w hil e his han d s and eyes 
Are lifte d to the glowing skies, 

Lake a stray babe of Paradise, 

Just lighted on that flow , ry pl&in, 

And Beekmg for its home again, 

OU i 7 t was a sight— that Heny’n — that clild 
A scene, w|ii might lıave well beguiled 
Ev’n haughty Eblis of a sigh 
For glories lost and peace göne by f 


And how felt ke, the wretched Man 
Eeclining there — 'vvhıle memory ran 
O’er many a year of guilt and strife, 

Fleıv o’er tlıe dark flood of hia life, 

Nor found one sunny restmg-place, 

Kor brought him bach one branch of graca 
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* TheTe wa& a time,” he said, m mil d , 
Heart-bumbled tones — “ tlıou blesscd clıild i 
When, young, and haply püre as tlıou, 

I look’d and pray'd İlke thee — but now w — 
He hung his head — each nobler aim, 

And hop e, and feeling, vrhich had slept 
Froin boyhood’s hour, that instant came 
Fresh o’er Mm, and he wept — he wept! 


Blest tears of soal-felfc peni tene e! 

In whose benign, redeeming flotf 
Is felt the fet, the oııly sense 

Of guilüess joy that guilt can know. 
a There ’s a drop, 5 * said the Feri, w that down 
from the ınoon 

Faik througlı the mthering airs of June 
Upon Egypt’s land, of so healiııg a poıyfr, 

So balın y a virtne, that ev*n in the hour 
That drop descends, contagion dies, 

And healtlı reanımates carth and skies T; - 
Oh, is it not tlıus, thou man of sin, 

The precıous tears of repentance fail P 
Though foıü thy fiery plagues mtiıin, 

Öne heavenly drop hatlı dispelFd them ali! 


And no w — behold hini kneeling there 
By the ehildi side, in humble pray'r, 

Wlıile the same sunbeam shines upon 
The gnilty and the guİIÜess one. 

And hynıns of joy proclaim through Heav’n 
The triumph of a Sonl Forgiv’n ! 

*T av as when the golden orb had set, 

W hile on their knees tiıey lingeFd Yet* 
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There fell a light more lovely far 
T han ever came from sun ot star, 

Upon the tear that, warm and meek, 

Dew’d that repentant sinner’s cheek. 

To mortal eye this light might seem 
A northern flaştı or meteor beam — 

But well tlı enraptuıed Peri kneıv 
? T was a bright simle the Angel threw 
From Heav’ns gate, to hail that te ar 
The harbinger of glory near! 

“ Joy, joy for ever! my task is done — 

The gates are pass’d, and Heav’n is wcn l 
Oh! am I not happy ? I am T I ara <■— 

To thee 3 sweet Eden! ho\v d ark and sad 
Are the diamond turrets of Slıadukiam, 

And the fragrant boıvers of Amberabad 1 

« Farewellj ye odors of Earth, that die 
Passing away like a lover’s sigh;— 

My feast is now of the Tooba T re e, 

Wlıose scent is the breath of Etsrnity ! 

“ Farewell, ye vanishing fiowers, that shone 
In my fairy wreath, so bright and brief; — 
Oh! what are tlıe brightest that e’er have bİowj\ 
To the lote-tree, springing by AÎIa’s throne, 
Wlıose jflowers have a sotıl in every le&f. 

Joy, joy ibr ever! — my task is done— 


The Gates are pass’dj and Ileavba ıs won 1 
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Ar?» this,” said tiıe Great Clıam berisin,is poetry! 
ihis fHmsy manufacturc of the brain, wlıich î in com- 
parison ıvıth the lofty and durable nıonuments of genîus, 
ıs as the gold fıligrec-ıvork of Zarnara beside Üıe eternal 
arckitectııre of Egypt ! n Aflar tlıis gorgeous sentence, 
\vhicli, with a few more of the same kînd, Fadîadeen 
kept fay bira fbr rare and irnportant occasions, he pro- 
ceeded to Üıe ana tomy of the short poem jusf recited, 
The lax and eosy kmd of metre in wiılch it \vas wrıtten 
otıght to be den ou ne e d, he said, as one of the leading 
causes of Üıe alarming growth of poetry in our times. 
ie Borne check wcre not given to this kwless facility, 
we should soon be overrun by a race of barda as 
nuınerous and as shalloıv as the hundred and twenty 
thousand Strearas of Basra» TTıey who succeeded ha 
this style deserved chastisement for their very suceess; 
— as vyarriors lıave been punished, even after gaining 
a victory, because they had taken the liberty of gaıning 
it in an irregular or unestablished manner» What, 
then, w as to be said to those who failed ? to those ndıo 
prese mecî^ as in Üıe present Jamentable instance, to 
imitate the license and ease of the boider sona of song, 
ıvıthout any of tbafc grace or vigor wMch gaye a dignity 
eren to negligencef—~♦ ıvdıo, like thöttı, flung the jereed 
carelessly, but not, like them, to Üıe mark; —■ u and 
who,” said he, ralsing his voice to excitc a proper 
degree of wakefıılness in his hearers, te contrive to appear 
heavy and constrained in the midst of ah Üıe Iatituda 
tJıcy alîo^v themselves, like one of those young pagana 

Üıat dance beforc Üıe Ftincess, who is ingenioııt 
ıo* 
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ünough to movc as îf her limbs were fettered, in a paır 
of the Hghtest and loosest drawers of Mastıl ipatam! ” 
It w as but little suitable, he continued, to tlıe grave 
tnarch of eriticisin to follow this fantastical Peri, of 
whom they had jııst hearrî, throııgh ali her Hights; but 
he could not lıelp adverting to the pııerile conceitednesa 
of tlıe Thrce Gifts whiclı she is supposed to carry to 
the skies, — a drop of blood, forsaoth, a sıgU, and a 
tear l How the hrst of tlıese articles ıvas delivered 
mto the Angefs a radlant hand ” he professed himeelf 
nt a loss to discover ; and as to the eafe carriage of the 
eiglij ahd the tear, such Peris and such poets were 
beıngs by far too incomprehensible for hin even to 
guess how tJıay managed such matters. “But, in 
»hoıt,” said he, “it is a ıvaste of time and patience to 
dwell longer upon a thlng so incurably frivolous, — 
puny even among its own puny race, and such as only 
the Bonyan Hospital for Sick Insects should uııdertake, 1 * 
In vain di d Lalla Rooklı try to soften this inexorable 
critic ; in vam did she resort to her most eloquent corn- 
mon-plaees, — reminding him that poets were a timid 
and sena iti ve race, whose sweetness w as not to be 
drawn forth, like that of the fragrant grass near the 
Gangesj by crashing and tmnpling upon them ;^that 
severity often extmgnmhed every chance of the perfee* 
tion Tvbich ît demanded; and that, after ali, perfectioa 
was hke the Mountain of the Taîjsman, — no one had 
ever yet renehed its smrnmt Neither these gentls 
Bjdoms, nor the stili gentler looks with which they were 
inculcated, could lower for one ınstant the elevation 
of Fadladecn’s eyebrotvg, or charm him into any thing 
like enccmragement, or even toleration, of her poet 
Toleratîon, indeed, was not among the vreaknesses of 
Fadkdeen: — he carried the same spivit into matters 





















LALLA ROÛKH. 


115 


of poetry and of religiûn, and, though little verse d in 
the beauties and sublimities of either, was a perfect 
mastcr of the art of persecution in botlı. His zeal wı\s 
the same, too, in either pursuitj ^hcther tlıe game 
beîbre hım was pagans or poetasters, — worshippera 
of cows, or writers of epıcs, 

T hey had now arrived at tlıe splendid city of Lahora, 
ıvhose mausoleııms and shrincs, magııificent and num- 
berless, where Peath appeared to share eqüâl îıonora 
with Ileaven, would hav# powerftıI3y affected tho hcart 
ancî imaginatkm of Laha Roolth, if feelings mor e of 
tlıis eartîı had not taken entire possession of her already, 
SJıe ıvas here met by rnessengers, dispatched from 
Cashmere, who informed Iıer that the King had arrived 
İn the Valley, and was himsclf superintending the 
sumptuous preparations that ıvere then making in the 
Saloons of the Shalimar for her receptioik Tlıe cinli 
slıe fe]t on receiving tlııs intelligence,-— whıchı to a 
bride whose heart w as free and light \vould lıave 
brought only images of affection and pleasure, — con- 
vİnoed her that her peace w as göne for ever, and that 
ehe was in love, irretrievably in love, witüı young Fer- 
amorz, The veli had fallen olf in which this passîon 
at fire t disguises itself, a nd to know that s he love d was 
no w a s painful as to love mithoıd knowıng it lıad he en 
deUoious, Feramorz, too, — what misery woııld be his, 
if tlıe sweet hours of intereourse so impradently 
allowed them should have stolen into his heart tho 
sam e fatal fkseination a a into îıers ; —* if, notwitJıstaud- 
ing her rank, and tlıe modest homage he ahvays paid to 
it, even he shoııld have yielded to the mfluence of thosu 
long aııd Iıappy intervieTvs, where music, poetry, tlıe 
delightful scenea of nature, — ali had tended to bring 
tlıe ir hearts elose together, and to waken by everv 
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means that too ready possion, which oftcrs, like the 
young of the desert-bird, is vvarmed into life by the 
eyes alone 1 She saw but one way to presene herse!f 
from being culpabJe as weli as nnhappy, and this,' how- 
ever painful, she resolved to adopt Feramorz must no 
more be admitted to her presence* To ha ve etrayed 
eo far into Üıe dangerous labyrinth wııs wrong, bur to 
linger in it, while Üıe ele w was yet in her hami, ıvoüld 
be criminaL Though Üıe İıeart she had to oûer to the 
King of Encharia might be cold and broken, it shoııld 
at İcast be püre; and she must only eııdeavor to forget 
the short dream of happiness she had enj oy ed, — lik-e 
that Arabi an shepherd, who , in wandermg into the 
wi]derness, canglı t a glimpse of the Gardcns of Iram, 
and then lost theın again for ever! 

The arrival of the young Eride at Lahore was cel- 
ebrated in the most enthusiastic manner. The Rajas 
and Omras İn her traın, who had kept at a certain dis- 
tance d u ring the journey, and ne ver encaıuped nearer 
to Üıe Princess than was stı ictly necessary for her safe- 
guardj here rode in splendid cavalcade through the 
city s and distributed the most costly presents to the 
crowd* Engines vrere ereeted in ali the squares, wUch 
cast forth slıowers of confectionary among tlıe people; 
wkile Üıe artîsans, in chariots adorned w itli tinsel and 
flying streamersj exhibited the badges of their respec- 
tive trades through tlıe streets. Sııch bıilliant dispiays 
of life and pageantry among the paJaces, and domes, 
and giîded mınarets of Lalıore, made tlıe city altogether 
like a place of enehantment;—particnlarly on Üıe day 
whm Lalla Roohh jet ou t again upon her joumey 
Ts-hen she w as aceompanicd to the gate by ali the fa İr 
cet and richest of the nobılity, and rode along between 
ranks of beautiful boys and gırla, wha kept vvaving oveı 
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their heads plates of golü and slker ûowers, and then 
threvr tlıeın around to be gathercd by tlıe populace. 

For manf daya after tlıeir departuro ftotn Lahor e, a 
considerable degree of gloom fcung över tine wholo 
party Lalla Rooklı, who lıad intended to make 21aosa 
bor excuse for not admitting the young minstrel as 
usnalj to the pavilion, soon found tlut to feign indis- 
posltion was uımecessary ; -— Fadladeen fclt tiıe loas 
of the good road tlıey had hitherto travelled, and waa 
very oear cursîng Jehan-Guîre (of blcssed memory!) 
for not having contmued his delectable a Hey of trces, 
at least as far as tlıe mountajns of Cashmere \ — while 
Üte Ladicsj who had nothing no ur to do ali day bot to 
be fanned by peacocks- feathers and listen toFadladeen, 
seemed hcortily weary of the life they led, and, in epıte 
cf ali the Great Chamberlnkfa criticisms, were so taste- 
lesa as to w ıslı for the poet again. One evenıng, as 
tlıey were proceedıng to tlıeir place of rest for the 
night, the Princess, who, for tlıe freer enjoyment of the 
air, had mounted her favorite Anıttan palfrey, in pnss- 
ing by a ernall grove heard the notes of a lute from 
Bitilin ıts leaves, and a voiee, which she but too well 
knenr, singin g the following worda : 

Tell ine not of joys above, 

If that Tvorld can give no bhss, 

Truer, happier tbon the Love 

Whîch enslaves our souls in thie. 


Teli mc not of Honris' eyes ; - 
Far from me their dangerous glo^ 
İf those looks that lİght Üıe skiea 
W ound like Borae that burn below 
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Who, that feels what Love is here, 

Ali ıts falsehood — ali its pain — 

Would, fer ev T n Elysmm’s sphere, 

Risk the fatal dream agahı ? 

Who, that midst a desert ! s heat 
Sees the waters fade away, 

W ou İd not rather die tlıaıı meet 
Streams again as false as thcy ? 

The tone of melancholy defiance in wMdı these worda 
worû uttered, went to Lalla Rookîfs heart; — and, aa 
ebe reluctantly rode on, she couJd not help feeling it to 
boa sad but etili sweet certaînty, that Feramorz \vos to 
the fail as enamored and miserable as Jıeıseİf. 

The place where they encamped tîıat öveni ng w as 
the first delightful spot they had ceme to since they 
left Lalıoro. On one side of the m ymg a greve full of 
em ali Ilın d oo temples, and planted wıth the most gracc- 
fnl treea of the Eost*, ıvhere the tamarindj tlıe cassia, 
and tlıe silken plantains of Ceylon were mingled in 
rich contrast with the high fan-like folıage of the Pal- 
şayia, — tlıat favorite tree of the ltmırious bir d that 
Jighta up tire chambers of its nest with fire-flies, in 
tlıe middle of the Iawn wherc the pavilion stood there 
was a tank su m>unde d by s malî mango* trees, on the 
clear cold waters of which fionted muİtitudes of tlıe 
beautiful red lotus; w hile at a distance steod the mins 
of a straugo and awful lookbıg tower, which seemed 
old enough to have be en tlıe temple of some religkm 
no lenger known, and ıvhîch spoke tîıe voice of desola- 
tıon in the midst of ali that blooın and lovelmess. 
This sİngulaı min excited tlıe wonder and conjectures 
ûf alL Lalla Rookh gtıcssed in vain, and the ali pre- 
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tending Fadladeen, who had never üll tlıîs journey 
been beyond the precincts of Delhi, vms proceeding 
most leamedîy to show that he knew nothing whatever 
aboiıt the matter, when one of the Lades suggcsted 
tlıat perhaps Feramorsı could satisfy their curiosity» 
They were eow approacfnng his native mountainSş and 
Ûûa tower might perhaps be a relic of some of timse 
dark superstitions, wlıİch hnd prevailed in that country 
before tlıe ligHt of İslam dawned upon İL The Chum- 
berîain, ıvko usually preferred his own ignartmce to tho 
best knowledge tbat any one else could give İlim, was 
by no ıneans pleased with this officious reference; and 
the Princess, fcoo, was about; fo infcerpose a faüıt nvortî 
of objcetion, but, before eİther of them could speak, a 
slave wes dispatched for Feramorz, who, in a very few 
mînutes, made his appearonce before them — looking 
so pal e and unhuppy in Lalla Rooklfs ey es, that ebe 
repented already of her cnıelty in havıng s o long 
escluded Mul 

That vetıerable tower, he told tbem, was the rcmains 
of an ancient Fifo-Temple, built by those Gltebers or 
Persians of the old relrgion, who, ınany hundred years 
sinc e, had ile d hither from their Arab conquerors, pre- 
fcrring liberty and their altars in a foreign land to the 
alternatife of apostacy or persecutîon in their own. It 
was impossible, he added, not to feel intercsted in the 
many glorious but unsuccessful struggles, which had 
ocen made by tirese eriği nal natıves of Persia to cast 
off tlıe yoke of their bigoted conqnerors. Like their 
oıvn Fire in the Burning Field at Bakou, when sup- 
pressed in one place, they had bat broken out with fresh 
fiame in another; and, as a native of Cashmere, of tirat 
faır and Holy Vali ey, which had in the same mnnner 
became the prey of strangers, and ecen her ancient 
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ehrines and mûvo princes swept away before the march 
ûf her iııtolerant invaders, he felt a sympathy, he owncd, 
with the sufle ringa of the persecuted Ghebers, which 
every monumont like thış before them but tended more 
powerfully to awaketu 

It was the fet time that Feramorz. had ever ventured 
ipon 60 mu eh prose before Fadkdeen ? and it may easıly 
be conceived what effect sueh prose a s thıs mııst have 
producod upon that most orthodox and mest pagan¬ 
lı ating personage. He sat for som e mımıtes aghast, 
ejaculating only at intervals ? “ Bigoted eon*] uerorsJ— 
sympathy with Fire-worshİppers î ” — while Feramorz, 
Imppy to take advnntage of this almost speechless hor- 
ror of the Chaınb erkin* proceeded to say thnt Iıe knew 
a melanctıoly story, conneeted with tfıe events of one 
of those etnıggles of the brave Fire-worshjppers against 
their Arab maaters, vrhich, if the evening was not too 
fiır advancedj he should have much pleasure in being 
allowed to relate to the Prmcess* It was impossible 
for Laik Rookh to refuse;— İıe had never before 
looked half so animated; and when he spoke of the 
Holy Vali ey hia eyes had sparkled, &he tlıought, like 
the talisiTianie charaeters on the cimeter of Solomon, 
Her consent was therefore most readily granted 3 and 
’vt hile Fadladeen sat in uııspeakabie dkmay, expeeting 
treason and abomination in every jine, the poet thu* 
boğan hk story of tlıo Fire-wor$hippers:_ 
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T ıs moonlight över Oman’s Sea; 

Her banks of pearl and palmy ıslea 
Bask in the night-beam beauteoualy, 

And her bine ıvaters sleep in stniles. 

’T is moonligbt in Harmozia’s walls, 

And through her Erair’s porphyry halis, 
Wbere, some hoors since, ıvas lıeard the sweü 
OF trumpet and the closh of zel 
Bidding the bright-eyed sun ferewell; — 

The peaceful sun, whom better suıts 
The music of the bulbul’s nest, 

Or the liglıt toııch of lovers’ lutes, 

To sing him to his golden rest. 

AH hush’d—there ’s not a breeze in motıon; 
Tlıe shore is silent as the ocean. 


If zephyrs come, so light they eome, 

Hor ieaf is stirr’d nor wave is driven; 

The wiad-tower on the Emir's dome 
Can hardly win a breath from heaven. 

Ev’n he, that tymnt Arab, sleeps 
Calm, ıvlıile a nation round him weeps; 
Wlıile cuvses load the air he breathes,' 

And falchions from unnumber’d sheaths 
Are starting to avenge the shame 
His race hath brought on Iran’s name. 

Haıd, heaTtless Chief, unmoved alike 
Mid eyes that weep, and swords that strıke j ■ 
ıı 
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One of that saintly, murdhous brood, 

To carnage and the Koran giv’n, 

Wlıo tlıink furoııgh unbelievers 1 blood 
Lıes the ir directest path to heav’n ; — 

One, ıvho vill pause and kneel unshod 
In the warm blood lıis han d hath pourid, 

To rautter o’er some text of God 
Engraven on his reeking sword ı — 

Nay, who can eooüy note the üne, 

The letter of those words divine, _ 

To which hış blade, with searehing art, 

Had sunk infco its victiın’s heart ! 

Just Alla! what must be thy look, 

When such a wretch before thee s tanda 
Unblushing, with thy Sacred Book, — 

Turning the leaves with blood-stain’d handa, 
And wresting from its page sublime 
His creed of lust, and hate, and erime ; — 

Ev*n as those bees of Trebizond, 

Whieh, from the sunniest jdoVrs that glad 
With their pnre simle the gardens ronnd, 

T>mw venom forth that drives men mad. 

Never di d fierce Arabia send 
A satr&p forth more direly great, 

Neyer was Iran doom’d to hend 
Beneath a yoke of deadlienveighL 
Her throne had falfn — her pride was cnıahM — 
Her sons were willing slaves, nor blush’d,' 

In their own lan d, — no more their own,_. 

To crouch beneath a stranger’s throne. 

Her tow*rs 5 where Mithra önce had burn’d, 

To Moslem shrrnes — oh slıame [ — were turn’d, 
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Where sl&ves, converted by tIıe sword, 

Their mean, apostate worshıp pour’d. 

And cursed the faith their sires adored. 

Yet has she lıearts, mid alî this ili 
O’er ali this wreck Mgh buoyant stili 
With bope and vengeance;— lıearts that yel — 
Like gerus t in darkness, issuing ray s 
They 3 ve treasured from tlıe sun tlıat’s set, — 
Boam aÜ the light of long-lost days! 

And svvords she hatlı* nor weak nor slow 
To second ali such hearts can d&re; 

As he sfaall know, well, dearly know 3 
Who sleeps in moonlight lmfry there, 
Tranqtıil as if his spirlt lay 
Becalm’d ir Heav’n’s approving ray. 

Sleep on—for purer ey es than thine 
Those wa¥es aıe hush’d, those plan sts shme , 
Sleep on, and be thy rest unmoved 

By the ı^hite moonbeam’s dazzing power; — 
Nene bnt the lovîng and tbe loved 
Should be awake at this sweet hour. 


And see —where 3 high above those roeks 
That o’er the deep their shadows fling, 
Yon turrefc stands ,* — where ebon loeks* 
As glossy as a heron’s wmg 
tip on tlıe turban of a king, 

Hang from the latiice 3 long and wild ? —- 
J T is she, that Emir’s blooming ehild, 

Alî truth, and tenderness, and grace* 
Though born of such ungentle race j — 
An image of YouthV mdıant Foııntain 
Springing in a desolate mountain! 
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Oh iv hat a pure and sacred tlılng 
la Beauty curtain’d froıu the sight 
Of the grosa world, illumining 
One only mansion wilh her light î 
Unseen by m an 1 s disttırbing eye, — 

The flow’r tlıat blooma beneath tlıe sea, 
Too decp for sımbeams, dotlı not lio 
Hid in most chaats obscıırity* 

So, Ilinda, ha ve tlıy face and mipd, 

Like holy mystkies, lain enslırined. 

And oh, wlıat transport for a lover 
To lift the veil tbat skades them eteri — 
Lıkc those who, ali at önce, discover 
In the lone deep some fairy shore, 

Where mortai.never frod before, 

And sleep and wake in scented airs 
No lip had ever breathed but tlıeirs* 


Beautıful ar e the maids that glide, 

On stımmer-eves, throııgh Yemerfs dalea, 
And bright the glancıng looks they Mde 
Belıind their Ütters 1 roseate veils \ 

And brides, as delicate and fair 
As the wfıite j as mine floTv’rs they wear, 
Hatlı Yemen and her blissful elime, 

Who, îulfd in cooi kiosk or bow r r, 

Before their mirrore eount the time. 

And grow stili lovelier evky hour. 

But never yet hath bride or maid 
îa Araby s s gay Haram snıiled, 

Whose b 003 te d brightness Tvould not fade 
Before Al Hassaıfs bloomîng child. 
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Light as the angel shapes that bless 
An infant’s dreara, yet not the less 
Rieh in ali woman’s Jovelineas ;— 

Wıth ey es so püre, that from Üıeir ray 
Dark Vice ıvould tarn abash’d away 3 
Blinded lilce serpents, when they gaza 
Upon the em’rald’s Virgin blaze;— 

Yet fUPd witdı ali youth’s sıveet desires, 

Mingling the meek and vestal hres 
Of other worIds with ali the bliss, 

The fon d, weak tendemess of this: 

A eoulj too, m ore than half dirine, 

Where, through some slmdes of earthly feeîing^ 
Religion’s soften’d glorics shine, 

Like light throtıgh summer foliage steahng, 
SJıedding a glow of such mıld hue, 

So vvarm and yet s o shadouy too, 

As m altes the very darkness tilere 
More beautiful tlıan light else w here 

Such is the maid who s at this houT, 

Hatlı risen from her restless sleep 3 
And site alone in that high bowV 3 
Wntching the stili and shining deep. 

Ah i \ w as not thns — with tearful eyes 
And beatİng hearfc, — she used to gaze 
On the magnificent eartîı and skies, 

In her owu land, in happier days. 

Wlıy looks sîıe no w so amrious down 
Araong those rocks, whose nıgged frown 
Blackens the mirror of the deep ? 

Whom waits she ali this lonely night ? 

Too rough the rocks, too bold the steep, 

Far man to scale that turretfs heîght l — 
ıı* 
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So deem’d at least her thouglıtful sıre, 

When high to cateh the cool niglıt-air, 
After tlıe day-bearn’s with , ring fire. 

He built her bow*r of freshness there f 
And had it deck’d with costliest ekilip 
And fondly thought ît safe as fair: — 

T hink ? reverend dreamer! think so stili, 

Nor wake to learn what Love e an dare; 
Love, al 3 -defyîng Love, who sees 
No charm in trophies won with ease; — 
Whosc rarest, dearest fruits of blisa 
Are plııck’d on Danger’s precipice l 
Eolder than they, who dare not di ve 
For pearîs but when the sea ’s at rest, 
Love, in the tempest most alive, 

Hatlı ever he İd that pearl the best 
He finrîs beneath the stormiest water. 

Yes — Araby’ş unrivalPd dauglıter, 
Though Mgh that tow*r, tlıat rock~way rtıde, 
There y s one, who but t o kiss thy cheek, 
Woııld climb th* untrodden solıtude 
Of Ararat’s tremendous peak, 

And think its steeps, tlıough d ark and droad, 
HeaVen’s pathways, if to tlıee they Jed i 
Evhı no w Ilı ou sees t tlıe flashing spray, 

That ligîıls his oaFs ımpatient way; 

Ev’n no w thou heaFst the su d den shoek 
Of his swift bark against tlıe rock. 

And stretchest down thy arms of snovJî, 

As if to lift Mm from belovr ! 

Like her to whom, at dead of night, 

The bridegrooın, with his locks of liglıt, 

Canı e, in the fiush of love and pride, 

And scaled the terrace of lıis bride 
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When, as she saw him mhly spring, 

And micbray up in danger cling, 

She flung hiın down her long black hair, 
Ekclaiming, breathleas, “ There, love, there \" 
And scarce d id manii er nerve uplıold 
The hero Zal in that fond hour, 

T han wings the youth Tvho* fleet and bold, 
No^ climbs the roeks to I-Iinda’s bower. 
See — üght as up the ir granite ste eps 
The rock-goats of Arabia clamber, 

Fearless from erag to crag he leaps, 

And d ovr is in the maideıfs chamber. 

She loves — but knrnvs not whom she loves, 
Nor what his race, nor whence he camc ; — 
Like ene who meets, in Indian groves, 

Some beauteous bird without a name* 
Brought hy tiıe last ambiosial breeze, 

From islea in th’ undiacoveıM seas, 

To slıow his phımage for a day 
To won<fring eyes, and wing away! 

Will he thus fiy—her nameiess lover? 

Alla forbid i ’twas by a moon 
As fair as this, wlıtle singing över 
Some ditty to her sofi Kanonu, 

Alone, at thıs same witehmg hour, 

She first beheld his radiant eyes 
Gleam through the kttice of thö bow’r, 
Where nightly now they mix their sighs* 
And thought some spirit of the air 
(For TVİıat couLd waft a mortal there ?) 

Was p ausing on his moonlight w av 
To listen to her lonely lay 1 
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Tlıis fancy ne’er hath lefl her mind: 

And — though, when terror’s swoon lad 
Slıe eaw a youth, of mortal kind, 

Before her in obeisance cast, — 

Yet often since, when he hath spoken 
Strange, awful words, — and gieams have broken 
From his dark eye, too bright fo bear, 

Oh i sîıe hath feard her soul \vas gıv’n 
To some unhallow , d child of air, 

Som e erring Spirit cast from heav’n, 

Like those angelic yonths of o] d, 

Wiıo burnkl for maids of mortal nıoııld, 
Bewilder’d left fhe glorioııs ski es, 

And Iost their heav’n for woman’3 ey es* 

Fond girl \ nor fîend nor angel he 
Who woos thy young simplicity; 

But one of e art İrs mıpassiorfd sone, 

As \varm in Iove } as fierce in ire, 

As tlıe best lıeart Tvhose ctırrent runs 
Fail of tlıe Day God’s livîng fire, 

Bııt quench* d to-nîght tirat ardor seerns, 

And pale his cheek, and sunk his brow 
Nev r er before, but in her dreams. 

Had she beheld him pale as no w: 

And those were dreatns of troubled sleep, 

From whıch ’t was joy to wake and weep, 
Visions that mil not be forgot, 

But sadden every waking scene, 

Like waming ghosts, that leave the spot 
AH witlıer 1 d whore they önce have bcen, 

(l How sweetly,” said the trembling maıd, 

Öf her own gentle voıce afrrıid, 
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Su long had they in silene* s ood, 

Loöklng upon that tranquil dood — 

« How sıveetly does the moonbeam emile 
To-night upou yon leafy isle! 

Oft, in my fancy’s wanderîngs 3 
I Ve Tvish'd that little isle had wings, 

And we, mtkin its fairy bowVs, 

W ere wafted ofF to eeas unknown, 

Where not a pulse sîıoııld beat but ours, 
And we might live, love, die alone i 
Far from the eruel and the cold, — 

Where the bright eyes of angels onîy 
Should come aroımd us, to behold 
A paradise so püre and lonely. 

« Would thie be world enough For thee ?■ 
Playfully she tum’ü, that he miglıt ece 
The passing s mile her cheek put on; 

But when she mark’d he w moürnfully 
His eyes met here, that srnile wus göne; 
And, hursüng into heartfelt te ar a, 

« Yea, yes f ahe cried,“ my hourly fears, 
My dreams hav© boded ali too right —* 

W e part — for ever part — to-night l 
I knew, I kneıv it coulâ not laat — 

J T was bright, ’t was heav’nly, but ? fc is past 
Oiı 1 ever tlıus, from chüdhood’s hour, 

I J ve seen my fondest hopes decay; 

I never loved a tree or fîo^vV, 

But *t was the first to fade away* 

1 never nursed a doar gazelle, 

To glad me with its aöft black eye, 

Bat vrhen it name to know me w eli, 

And love me, it was sure to dİeî 
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Now too —the joy mest İlke drnne 
Of ali I ever dreamt or knew, 

To see thce, hear thee, cali thee mine, — 

Oh misery! mııst I İnse that t oo ? 

Yet go — on periPs brlnk we meet; — 

Those frightful rocks—that treachVous sea-^ 
No ? never come again — though B\veet, 

Though heav’n, it may be denth to thee* 

Fare w e 11 — and blessings on thy w ay, 

Where*er tlıou goest, beloved stranger i 
Better to sit and watch that ray, 

And think thee safe 3 though far away 3 
Than ha ve thee near mc } and in danger î v 

* £ Danger! oh, tempt me not to boast n — 

The youth esclaim’d — fC thon little know , st 
What he can bravo, who ? born and mirse d 
in Danger’s patlıs, has dared her ıvorst; 

Upon vrhose ear the Eİgnal-word 

Of stnfe and death is hourly breaking, 

Who sleeps with head upon the sword 
His fever’d hand must grasp in waldng* 
Danger! — ” 

u Say on — tiıou fear’st not then, 
And we may meet — ofl meet again ? v 

“ Oh l look not so — beneath the skice 
I no w fear nothing but those ey es* 

If aught on earth could charm or force 

My spiıit from ita destined coıırse,_ 

If aught coııld make this soul forget 
The bond to whiek its seal is set, 

’T would be those eyes ; — ttey, only they 
Could melt that sacred seal away! 
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But no — T t i 3 fixed — awM doom 
Is fix’d —* on this side of the tomb 
We meet no more ;—■ why 3 wlıy did Heav’n 
Mingle two souls timt eartlı has riv’n, 

Has rent as ünde r \vide as ours ? 

Oh, Arab mnıd, as soon Üıe Powers 
Of Light and Darkness rnay combinc, 

As I be link’d with the e or thine i 
Thy Father- 3J 


“ Holy .Alla save 

His gray head from that lightning glanee 
Thou knoıv’st him not — he loves the brave; 

Nor lives there under Iieav’ns expanse 
One who would prize, wou!d woishıp thee 
And thy bold epirit, more than he. 

Oft wlıen, in clıildhood, I hav e play’d 
With the bright falchion by his side, 

I ’ve lıeaırd İlim swear his lisping maid 
In time should be a warrior’g tiride. 

And stili, whene*er at Haram hoıtrs, 

I take Mm cool sherbets and fiow’rs. 

He telis me, when in playful mood, 

A hero shall my bridegroom be, 

Since nmids are best in battle Tvoo'd, 

And vron with shouts of victory! 

Nay, tnrn not from me —t thou alone 
Art formM to make botlı hearts thy owtl 
Gû— join his sacred ranks — thou know , st 
Tîf unholy strife theso Persians wage:— 

Good Ileav’n, tlıat froıvn — even now thou g\ov? f *l 
With more than mortal warrior , s rage. 

Haste to the canip by momhıg’s light, 

And, wlıen that sword is raışed m fight, 
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Oh stJl reme Biber, Love and I 
Beneath its shadow trembling lio i 
One vietVy o’er those Slaves of Fire, 

Those itnpious Ghebers, whom my sire 
Abhors--” 

u Hold, hold—thy words are death 
Tlıe etranger eried, as wild he fimi g 
His manüe back, and shoıv’rî beneath 

The Gheber belt that rotmd him clrnıg — 
u Here, maiden, ]ook — weep — blush to see 
Ali that thy sire abhors, in me ! 

Yes — / am of that impious race, 

Those Slaves of Fire who, mom and even, 
Hail their ÇreatoFs dwelling-place 
Among the lİving lights of heaven: 

Yes — / am of that outeast few, 

To Iran and to vengeance tme, 

Wlıo cnrse tlıe hour your Arab’s came 
To desokte our shrines of flame, 

And sıvear, before God’s burning eye s 
To break our country’s chains, or die! 

Thy bigot sire, — nay, tremble not, — 

He who gavc hîrth to those dear eyes, 

Wjth me is sacred as the spot 
From ıvhich our fires of worshîp rise ! 

But know—’t waa he I sought that nigiıfc, 
When, from my watch-boat on the sea, 

I catıght thıs turret’s glimm’ring light, 

And up the rııde rocka desp’rateîy 
Euslfd to my prey — tlıou know’st the rest — 
I climVd the gory vulture’a Best, 

And found a treınbling do ve within; — 

Thine, thine tlıe victory — thine the sin 
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If Love hatlı made onc thought his own, 

That Yengeanee daıms flrst— last— done t 
Oh i had we ne ver, ne ver met, 

Or could this heaıt ev’n no w forget 

Hovır lınk’d, how bless’d we might have been, 

Had fate not fro^n’d so doxk between! 

Hadst thoıı been bora a Persian maîd, 

In ncighboring valleys had we dwelt, 

Throııgh tlıe same üelds in childfıood play’d, 

At the sarne kindling aîtar knelt, — 

Then, then, whİle ali those nameless ties, 

İn wMch the eharcn of Country lios, 

Had round our hearts been hourly spun, 

T ili İran’a cause and thine were one; 

Wlıile in thy lute’s awak J ning sigh 
I heard the voıce of daya göne by, 

And s a w, in every s mile of thine* 

Returning hours of glory shine; — 

W hile ti) e wrong’d S pirit of our Land 

Lived, look’d, and spoke her wrongs through thee, - 
God İ who could then this sword withstand ? 

İta very flaşlı were victory t 
But now — eatranged, divorced for ever, 

Far as tlıe grasp of Fate can sever; 

Öur only ti es u r hat love has wove, — 
lıı fuith, friends, country, sundeFd witîe; 

And then, then only, true to love, 

\Vhen fulse to ali that’s dear beside 
Thy father Iran’s deadliest foe — 

Thy self, perhaps, ev’n no w — but no — 

Hale never look’d s o lovely yet ! 

No ^ sacred to thy soul will be 
The land of him who could forget 

Ali but that bleediug land for thee* 

12 
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Olı stili remember, Love and I 
Beneallı its slıadow trembling İte i 
One viet’ry o’er those Slaves of Fire, 
Those impious Ghebers, whom my sire 
Abhors-” 


“Hold, hold—'thy words aro death — n 
The stranger criedj as \vild he fiung 
His mantle back, and shoıvM beneath 
The Gheber belt that round him cltmg. — 

<£ Here, maiden, look—weep — blush to see 
AH that thy sire abhors, in ine l 
Yes — I am of that impious race, 

Those Slaves of Fire who, ınom and even> 
Hail tîıeir Creator’s dwelling-p]ace 
Aınong t he îiving lîghts of heaven; 

Yes — / am of that ou t c ast few, 

To Iran and to vengeance true, 

Who curse the hour your Arab’a came 
To desolate our shrines of flıme, 

And swcar, before God’s buming ey e, 

To break onr country’s chains, or die 1 
Thy bigot sire, — nay, tremble not, — 

He who gaye hırtlı to those de ar ey es, 

With rae is sacred as the spot 
From whîch our fires of worship rise l 
But know — 7 t was he I sought that night, 
When, from my ıvatch-boat on the sea, 

I caught this turrefs glimm’ring light, 

And np the rude rocka desp’rately 
Roeh’d to my prey—thou know’st the rest-* 

I climb’d the gory vulttıre’s nest, 

And found a trembling do ve ıvithin;— 

Thine* thine the victory — thıne the sin 
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If Love hath ma&e onc thought his own > 

That Vengeance daima first—last— aleme t 
Oh 1 had we never, never met, 

Or could this lıeart ev’n no w forget 
How link 1 d, how bless’d we might have been, 
Had fate not frown’d ao daık between î 
Hadst tlıou been bom a Perskn maid, 

In ncighborîng valleys had we d^elt, 

Through the same fields in childkood pîay’d, 

At the same kindlİng altar knelt, — 

Then, then, while ali tlıose namelesa ties, 

İn which the charrn of Country liea, 

Had round our hearts been hourîy spun, 

Tül İran’a cause and thine were one; 

W hile i ıı tlıy lııte’s awak’ning sigk 
I heard tlıe voice of daya göne by. 

And saw, in every emile of thine, 

Retunıing lıours of glory siline; — 

W hile tlıe wrong’d SpLrit of our Land 

Lived, look’d, and spoke her wronga through the e, 
Ged i who coııld then this sword withstand ? 

ita very fiash vrere victory l 
But novr — estranged, divorced for ever, 

Far as tlıe grasp of Fate can sever; 

Our only ties what love has wove, 

In ftith, friends, country, sundePd wide j 
And then, then only, true to love, 

\V r hen false to ali that’s dear besida 
Thy father Irarfs deadlıest foe — 

Thyself, perhaps, ev*n noıv — but no — 

Hate never look’d ao lovely yet ’ 

— saered to thy soul wili be 
The land of him whû could forget 
AH but that bleeding land for thee. 

12 
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When other ey es shull eee, unmoved, 

Heı widowa moMi, her ıvarriora fail, 

Tlıou ’lt tlıınk Iiotv well ene Gheber love d, 
And for his eake thou J It weep for ali i 

But look-" 

With sudden start he tunfd 
And pointed ta the d is tan t wave } 

Where lights, like charnel meteora, bum’d, 
Bluely, as o’er s om e seaman’e grave ı 
And fiery darts, at intervals, 

Flew up ali sparkling from the main, 

As if each star thafc nightly faUs ? 

Were âhooting back to heav’n again, 

K My signal lights —I must away — 

Bothj both are ruinM, if I stay. 

Farewell—sweet life! thou cling^t in vam— 
Now, Yenge ance, I am İkine againi 53 
Fiercely he broke away* nor stoppM, 

Nor lookM —but from the latüçe droppM 
Down mîd the pointed craga beneath, 

As if he fied from love to deatfu 
While pale and mute young Hinda stood, 

Nor moved, till in the silent hood 
A momentary plunge below 
Startled her from her trance of woe;—- 
Shrieking she to the lattice flew } 
u I eome — I come — if in that tide 
Thou sleep’st to-night, 1 3 11 sîeep there too, 

In death’s cold wedlock, by thy side. 

Oh! I would ask no happıer bed 
Tlıan the chill wave my love liea under 
Sweeter to rest together dead, 

Far sweeter, tiıan to live asunder l * 
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But no — their hom is not yet come — 

Again she sees his pinnace fly, 

Waftiiig lıim sweetly to lü3 Lome, 

Where , er that ill-sUur’d Lome may lie; 

And calm and smooth it seenı’d to w in 
Its moonlight way before the wind, 

As if it bore ali peace ıvithin, 

Kor left one breaking heart behind! 
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Tuk; Prîncess, whose lıeart was sad enough aîready 
could have wished that Feramorc had chosen a loşa 
melancholy story j as it is only to the Iıappy that teare 
are a luxury* Her Ladies, however, were by no inşana 
eorry that love was önce more the Poct’s tlıenıe; for, 
whenever he spoke of love, tlıey said, his voice vms as 
eweet as if he had chewed the leaves of that enclıantcd 
tree which grows över the tomb of the musician, Ta ti 
Sein. 

Their road alJ the moming had la in throııgh a very 
dreary country j — through valleys, cövered ıvith a !ow, 
bnshy jungle, where, in more than one place, the awful 
sign&l of the bamboo-staff, with the ıvlııte 11 ag at its 
top, reminded the traveller that, in that very spot, the 
tıger had made some hu m an creature his victiın. ît 
was, therefore, with muclı pleasure that tlıey arrived at 
sunset in a safe and lovely glen, and encam pe d under 
one of those holy trees, wlıose Bmooth columns and 
spreading roofs scern to destine them for natural tem 
ples of religıon, Beneath tim epacions shade, some 
pıous hands lıad erccted a roıv of pillars omamented 
with the most beantiful porcelain, which noıv supplied 
the us e of mirrors to the yourıg m aide us, aş they adjıısted 
their hair in descending fro:n the palankenns. litre, 
ıvhile, as tısual, tiıe Princess sat listeuing amdously, 
with Fadladeen in one of his loftiest moods of eriticisin 
by her side, the yotıng Poet, leaning againsı a branch 
of the tree, thus continued his story * - - 
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The moru hath risen clear and calm, 

And o’er the Green Sea palcîy ahines, 
Revealing Bahrem’s groves of paltn, 

And lighting Kishma’s amber vüıea, 

Fresh suıell the shores of Araby* 

While brcezes from the Indian Sea 
Blonr ronnd Selama’s sainted cape. 

And curl the shining flood beneath, — 

WIıose waves are rich with many a grape s 
And cocoa-mıt and flow’ry wreath, 

Which pioııs scamen, as they pass’d, 

Had tow’rd tlıat holy headland cast— 

Oblations to the Genii there 
Fot gentle skice and bıeezes Faır İ 
The nightrngale no w bends her flight 
From the hîgh trees, where ali the night 
She sung eo sweet 1 mth none to listen; 

And lıidea her from the moming star 
Where thickets of pomegranate gJisten 
in the clear dawn 3 — bespangled o’er 
With d e w, whose nigiıt-drops would not ata in 
The best and briglıtest cim eter 
That ever youtfîful Sultan wore 
Ön the first moming of his reign. 

And see — the Sun himselfl —on wınga 
Of glory np the East he springs, 

Angel of Liglıt i ™ho from the time 

Those heavens began their march sublime, 

ıs* 
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Hath first of ali the starıy choir 
Trod in his Maker’s steps of fire! 

\Vhere ar e the days, thou ıvondrous sphere* 
When Iran } like a sıın-fioıv’r turn’d 
To ınect tlıat ey e where’er it bıırn’d " — 

W İten, from the banka of Bende meer 
To the nut-groves of Samareand, 

Thy temples flamed o’er ali the land ? 

Where are they ? ask the s badas of than 
WIıo on Cadessia’s bloody pkins, 

Saw iierce invaders pluek the gem 
From Iran% brokcn diadan* 

And bind her ancient faıth in clıains: - 
Ask the poor exi]c, cast aloııc 
On foreign shores, unloved, unknown, 

Beyond the C&Bpian’s troıı Gates, 

Or on the sno ;vy Mossian mouııtains, 

Far from his beauleous hııd of dates, 

Her jasmine boVrs and sunny fountains■ 

Yet lıappier so than if he trod 
His o\vn beloved, bııt blîghted, sod, 

Bcneath a despot stranger’s ııo d ! — 

Oh, he would ratiıer houseless roaın 
Where Freedom and his Go d m ay Jead, 

Than be the sleekest slave at horne 
That crouches to the conqu T ror’s ere e d \ 

Is Iratfs pride tlıen göne forever, 

(luench’d with the dam e in Mithra’s caves ? — 
No — sîıe baş sons, that ne ver — ne ver — 

WU1 stoop to be the Moslenfs slaves, 

While heav’n has light or earth has gravesj—* 
Spırits of fire, that hrood not long, 

But fiash resentment back for \vrong : 
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And hearts where, s!ow but deep, the sûeds 
Of vengeance ripen into dceds, 

Tilîj in somc trene Ifro us hotif of calin, 

They burst, like Zeikufs giant pahn, 

Whose buds fly öpen with a soımd 
That shakes the pigrny foresfcs round i 

Yes t Emir I he, who scaled that tow’r, 

And, had he reach J d tlıy slumbVîng breast, 
Had taught thee, in a GhebePs powY 
Ho\v safc evhı tyrant heads may rest — 

Is one of many, bravo as he, 

Who loathc thy haughty race and thee; 

Who, tlıouglı Üıey kno\v the strife is vain, 

VYho, though they know the rîven clıain 
Sımps but to enter in the heart 
Of him who rende its links apart, 

Yet dare the issue, — blessM to be 
Ev*n for one bleerîîng moment free, 

And die in pangs of liberty î 
Thou know’st them well—**tiâ some moons sime 
Thy turban’d troops and blood-red fİags, 

Tlıou satrap of a bigot Frince, 

Have su arm’d ajnong these Green Sea erags; 
Yet here, cvkı here a sacred ban d 
Ay, in the porfcal of that Jand 
Thou, Arab, dar’st to caîl thy o \vn t 
Their spears across tlıy path lıave thrown j 
Here —ere the winds lıalf *ving T d thee (fer — 
Rebellion braved thee frorn the s kore* 

Rebelîion! foul, dishonoring word, 

Wlıose ıvrongful blight s o ofl hatb stairfd 
The holiest cause that tongue or sword 
Of mortal ever lost or gain'd. 
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IIow nıany a spirit, boru to bless, 

Hath sunk beneath that ıvith’ring nanre* 
Whom but & day’s, an houFs success, 

Had wafted to etemal fame) 

As exhalations, when they burst 
From the warm earth, if clıilTd at first, 

If checkM in soaring from the plam, 
Darken to fogs and sink again; — 

But, if they önce tritımphant spread 
Tlıeir wings ab o ve the moımtain-head, 
Become entbroned in ııpper air, 

And tnm to sıın-bright glories there J 


And who is he, that wields the miglıt 
Of Freedom on the Green Sea brink, 
Before wfaose sabre’s dazzlıng light 
The ey es of Yemen’s wanîors wink? 
Who cornes, embowef , d in the spears 
Of Kerman’s hardy mountaineers ? - 
Those mountaineers that tmest, last, 
Cling to the ir eountry’s ancient rites, 
As if that God, whose eyelıds cast 
Their closing gleam on İran’a heights, 
Among her snowy mountaıns threw 
The last light of his worship too i 


3 T is Hafed — name of fear 3 wîıose sound 
Chills İlke the muttering of a cilama ! — 
Shout but that awful name around, 

And palsy shakes the manliest arm, 

*T is Hafed, most accursed and dire 
(So mnk’d by Moslem hate and ire) 

Of ali the rebel Sons of Fire ; 
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Öf vs-hoae ımlign, troıncndoug powet 
The Araba, at their mid-watcb hour, 

Such tales of feariul wonder teli* 

That each afîrigkted sentine! 

Pulls down Ma cowl upon his eyes, 

Lest Hafed in the midst shouîd nac [ 

A man, tlıey say, of monstrous bırtn, 

A mingled race of flame and earth, 
Sprııng from those okl, enclıanted kmgB, 
Wha in their faİry helme, of yöre, 

A feather froın the mystic wİngs 
Of the Simoorgh resistless wore; 

And gifted by the Fienâs of Fire, 

Who groan’d to see their sfmnes e^pire, 
With charms that, aU in vam ıvitlıatood, 
Wou]d drown tlıc tCoran’a light in blood 1 

thıch were the tales, that w on belief, 

And such the colormg Fancy gaye 
To a yo a. -t ’vvarm, and dauntlesa Chief,-^ 
One who, .10 more than mortnl braye, 
Fought for the lan d his soul adored, 

For happy homes and altars free, 

His only talisman, the sıvord, 

Hİs only apell-u'ord, Liberty! 

One of that ansjjent hero Jİne, 

Along whose gloriotıs cınrent s hine 
Naınes, that have sanctihed their blood 
As Lebanon’s small mountain-ilood 
İs renrîefd hoîy by the ranfcs 
Of sainted cedars on its banks. 

T was not for bira to eroneh the knco 
Tamely to Modem tyranny î 


Kttl. 
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*T M f as not for hım, whose soul w as cast 
in the bright rnould of ages past, 

Whose melancholy spirit, fed 
With &I1 the glories of the dead, 

Thcugh framed for Iran’s happiest years. 
W as bom among her chains and tears i —* 
>T 8 not for hıra to swell tlıe crowd 
Of slavish heads, that shrinking bow 1 d 
Before the Moslenı, as he pass’d, 

Like ehrubs beneath the poison-blast —- 
No — far he fled — mdignant fied 
The pageant of his countryfc shame; 
While every tear her chiîdren shed 
Felî on his son 7 ilke drops of flame; 
And, as a love ıails the dawn 
Of a first ^müe, so wekomed he 
The sparkle of the first sword draırn 
For vengeance and for liberty ! 


But vaİn w as valor — vain tlıe fiow , r 
Of Kennan, in that deathful hour, 

Against Al Hassan’s wheltriing power,— 
In vain they met Mm, hol m to helm, 

Upon the tjıreshold of that realm 
He came in bigot pomp to sway, 

And with their corpsos bjock’d his way «— 
In vain — for every îancc they raised, 
Thousands aroımd the conqueror blazed # 
For every arra that lined their shore, 
Myriada of slaves were wafted o’er,— 

A bloody, bold t and countless crowd, 
Before whosc swaxm as fast tlıev bow*d 
Ab dates beneath tlıe locııst eloutL 
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There stood —but onu short league away 
From old Harmozia’s sultry buy — 

A rocky mountaın, o’er the Sea 
Of Oman beetling awful]y; 

A last and solitary link 

Of those stupendous cîıainö that reach 
From \hı broad CaspiaTfs reedy brmk 
Down wtndirtg to the Green Sea beaoh. 
Araund its base the bare rocks stood, 

Lİke naked giants, in the fİood, 

As if to guard the Gulf across; 

Whİ]e> on its peak, that braved the sky, 

A ruln’d Teınple towerkî, so tagh 
That oft the eleeping albatrosa 
Struck tlıe wild ruins .vuth her wing, 

And from her cloud-rock’d slumbering 
S^arted — to find marfs dwelling there 
In her own sileni fields of ab* ! 

Beneath, terriöc caverna gave 
D ark welcome to eaeh stormy wave 
Ttıat dasVı’d, like midnight revellere, in,— 
And such tlıe etrange, mysterious din 
At times throughout those cavems rolTd, — 
A isi such the fearful ıvonders told 
Of restless sprites İmpmon’d there, 

That bol d were Moslem, who wou!d dare, 
At twilight hour, fo steer his skiff 
Beneath the Gheber’s lonely cLhE 


On the land side, those tow J FS suhlime, 
That seem’d above the grasp of Time, 
Were sever 1 d from the lıaımts of men 
By a mde, deep, and wizard glen, 
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So fathomlesa, so fail of gloom, 

No ey e could pierce the void between; 

İt seern’d a piace where Gholea might come 
VVith tlıeir foul banquets from tîıe tomb, 

And in its caverns feed vrnseen* 

Lİke distant thunder, from bclow, 

The sound of many torrents came, 

Too deep for ey e or car to know 
If were the seds inıprisoıfd flow, 

Ör floods of ever-restlesB toe, 

For, each ravine, each rocky spire 
Of that vast mountain stood on fire j 
And, though for ever pas L the days 
When God was worsh]pp-d in the blaze 
That from ita lofty altar siıone, — 

Though fled the priests, the vot’ries gone 3 
S tÜl did the miglıty flame bum on, 

Through clıance and clıange, through good and 
Like its own God-s eternal w ili, 

Deep, conatant, bright, nnquenchable 1 

Thithet the vanquisMd Hafed led 
Hıa lıttle arnıy’s last remains; — 
a Welcome, terrihc glen ! ” lıe said, 

“ Thy g-loom, tlıat Eblis 1 self might dread, 

Is Heav’n to him who flies from clıama 1 î? 
O’er a dark, narroiv brîdgeway, known 
To Mm and to his Chiefs done, 

They crossM the ehasnı and gain’d tlıe tûVrs, 
u This home, ,, he cne d, K at least ıs oura ; — 
Here we m ay bleed, unmock’d by hymns 
Of Moslem triumplı o’er oıır head ; 

Here we may fail, nor leave our limbs 
To quiver to the M o alem 1 s trcad, 
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Stretch’d on tlıis rock, whüe vultıue-g beaks 
Are whetted on your yet warm cheeks, 

Here — kappy that no tymntV eye 
Gloats on our tormcnte — we may dıeP— 

w as night wheıi to tlıose towers tlıey cama 
And gloomİly Üıe fitful ikime, 

That from the ruın’d akar broke, 

Glareû on hin features, an ke spoke : — 

«*T is o’er — wh at men could do, we Ve done — 
îf Iran wül look tameîy on, 

And see ker priests, her warriors drivV 
Before a sensual bigofs nod, 

A wretch wko shrines İris lust in keav’n, 

And makes a pander of kıs God; 

If her prond sona, ker tngk-kom sonla, 

Men, in wkose veîns— ok last disgra£«İ 
The blood of Zal and R ustam rolls, — 

If tlıey wÜl court tlıis upataıt race, 

And turn from Mıtkra’ş ancient ray, 

To knoel at shmıea of yesterday; 

If tlıey tüİİl crouclı to Iran-s foes, 

\Yhy, let them — tül the land’s despaır 
Cries o ut to Henv’n, and bontfoge gxows 
Too vke for ev’nthe vile to bear l 
Tül shame at last, loug Jıidden* burna 
Tkeir inmoat core, and conscience tun® 

Eack coward tear tîıe slavo Icts fail 
Back on his keart İn drops of galL 
But Aere, at least, are arma unchain’d, 

And souk tkat thraldom ne ver staiıfd } — 

This spot, at least, no foot of slave 
Ör satrap ever ypt profaned j 
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Of life is ebbıng from ouı veins, 

Enough for vengeance stili remains 
As panthers, ofter set of sun, 

RubIi from the roots of Lebanon 
Across the dark sea-robbers way 5 
We *11 bound upon ur sthrtied prey; 

And when sorne hearts that proudest ewell 
Have felt our falchion’s last farewell 
When Hope*s e^piring throb is o’er, 

And ev*n Despair e an prompt no more, 

This spot sim]] be the eacred grave 
Of tlıe last few who, vainly brave, 

Bie for tlıe Iımd they connot save î ÎJ 

His Chiefs stood round —eacb shining blade 
Upon the brokcn altar laid — 

And though so wüd and desolate 
Those courts, w here önce the Mıghty sate; 
Nor longer on those mould’ring tow T rs 
W as seen the feast of fruit and fİow’ ? rs > 
With which of ol d the Magi fed 
The wand , ring Spirits of their dead; 
Though neither priest nor rites were there, 
Nor cbarmed leaf of püre pomggranate; 
Nor hymn, nor censer’s fragrant air, 

Nor Symbol of their ıvorshipp’d planet 
Yet the eame God that heard their sirea 
Heard fftm, whiîe on thafe altar’s fires 
They swore the latest, holiest deed 
Of İhe few hearts, stil! tefi to bleed, 

Should be, in Iraıı’s injured name, 

To die upon that M ou ut of Flame — 

The last of ali her patriot üne, 

Before her last untrampled Şiirine! 

0 * $ * L 
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Bravo, euiFrmg souls! they lıttle knew 
How muny a te ar their injurles drew 
Prom one meek mnid, one gentle fo®? 

Whom Iovö first toiıch’d with otlıers’ woe — 
Whose life, m free frora thought as bm, 
Slept like a lake, tül Love tlırew in 
Hia Mî a man, and woke the tide, 

And spread ıts tremblmg cirelea wide* 

Önce, Emir i thy unheedmg child, 

M i d ali this havoc, bloomM and sinil ed, — 
Tranqııil as on somc battl e-plaın 
The Fersian Hly shines and tow J ra, 

Before the coınbat’s redd’tting staîn 
Hath fallın upon her golden fiorfrs* 
LighLhearted maid, unawed, unmoved, 
Wlıile HeaVn but spnıed tbe sire she loved, 
Önce at thy evening tales of blood 
Unlist’niııg and aloof ebe ötooü —- 
And oft, Mıen thon Iıast paced along 
Thy Haram halis witlı furious heat, 

Hast Üıotı not cnrsed hor cheerful song, 

T hat came across thco, calm and sweet, 
Like lutea of angels, toucldd s o near 
Hell’s epnfînes, that the damn’d can hear l 

■ 

Far other feelings Love hatlı brought— 
Her gonl ali dam e, fıer hvovr ali sadııess, 
She now has but the one dear thought, 

And thlnks that tfer, aimost to mnclnesa 
Oft c oth her sinldng heart recall 
Hia n orda— w foj my sake weep for alt j 
And b tterly, as day on day 
Of îcbel camage fast succeeds, 
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ghe wecps a lover snatch’d away 
In evVy Gheber wretclı that bleeds* 

There ’s not a sabre meets her eye, 

But with his life-blood seems to srân: 
Tlıere ’s not aıı arrow wingfl the sky, 

But faney turna ita point to kim* 

No more slıe brings w itli footstep lighfc 
Al Hassan*s fatehian for tke fight; 

And — had lıe look’d witb clearer sight, 

Had not tiıe mis ta, that ever rise 
From a foıd spirit, dimm’d his ey es — 

He ıvould bave ınarkM ber sîıudd’ring frame, 
Wben from the fîeld of bJood be carae, 

The faltkİng speecb—tbe look estranged— 
Yoice, step, and life, and beauty ehanged— 
He would bave mark’d al] this, and knoıvn 
Sucb cbange is wrought by Love alone ! 

Ab 1 not tke Love, that slıould bave bless’d 
S o young, bo ınnocent a breast; 

Not tlıe pare, öpen, prosphaus Love, 

That, pledged on e&rth and seaTd above, 
Grows in Üıe world’s approving ey es, 

In friendskip*s smile and home’fl çaresi, 
Collecting ali the heart’s svveefe tİes 
loto on e knot of happiness ! 

No, Hinda, no, — thy fatal flame 
Is nursed in silence, sorrow, skame; — 

A passion, without hop e or plcasure, 

In thy soutfs darkness bııried deep, 
ît lies like some ill-gotten treasııre, 

Some idol, witlıout şiirine or naıre, 

O’er which ıts pale-eyed vot’rie keop 
Unboly watclı, wbile otlıera sb ep 
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Seven nights have darken 1 d Omun’s Sea, 

Since last, beneath the moonlight ray, 
ghe saw Iıis lİght oar rapidly 

Hurry her Gheber’s bark away t — 

And atili she goes, at midnight hour, 

To weep alone in that higlı boıv’r, 

And watch, and bok along the deep 

For him whose emiles fîrst made her weep; — 

But watchingj weeping, ali was vnin, 

Slıe never saw Iıis bark again, 

The owlet 3 s eolitary cıy, 

The niglıt-hawk, flitting darkly by. 

And oft the hateful carrion bird, 

Heavily flapping kıs cloggkl wing, 

Which reek’d with that day’s banquetii)g— 
Was ali she saw, was ali she heaıd, 

•T ia the eighth morn — Al Hassan’s brow 
İs brighten’d "rcith ımusual joy — 

What mighty miscMef glads Mm no w, 

Who never sımles but to destroy ? 

The sparlde npon Herkend’s Sea, 

When toss’d at midnight furiously, 

Telis not of wreck and ruin nigfr, 

More snrely Man that smiling ey e i 
“Up, daughter, up — the Kerna's breath 
Has blown a blast would waken death, 

And yet thoıı sleep’et—up, clıOd, and see 
Thk blessed day for Heaven and me, 

A day more riclı in Pagan blood 
Than ever flush’d o’er Öman’s flood, 

Before another dawn shall skine, 

His head—heart—limbs—will ali be mine 

13 * 
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This very night his blood shall steep 
Tlıese hands ali över ere I sleep! M — 

“îîis blood 1” she faintly scream’d—her nıind 
Stili singling om from alî mankind — 
u Yes — spite of hia ravines and to^v’rs, 

Hafed 3 mj child, this night is outs. 

Thanks to aH-conquVing treachery 3 
WithoQt whose aid tlıc links açcuısed 3 
That bînd tlıese impious slayea, would be 
Too strong for Alla’s self to bnrst 1 
That re bel fiend, whose blade has apre ad 
My path with pîles of Moslem dead 3 
Whose b afili ng spells had almost driı^n 
Back from theİr course tlıe Skorda of Heav’n, 
This nightj wİtlı ali his band* shall know 
How deep an Ajab’s steel can go, 

When God and Vengeance speed the blow f 
And — Prophet 1 by that holy wreath 
Thou wofst on Ohod’s fıeld of deatlı, 

I sweaı, for ev’ry sob that parts 
In angniah from these heathen hearts, 

A gem from Persia*s plun&erM mines 
Shall glitter on thy Shrine of Shrînes. 

But, ha ! — she sinks — that look so wild —■ 
TJıose îivid lips — my ehil d, my child* 

This life of blood befits not thee, 

And tlıon nmst back to Araby. 

Ne’er İıad I risk’d thy timid sex 
In scenes that man himself might dread, 

Had I not hoped our ev’ry tread 

Would he on prostrate Persian necks — 
Cursed race, they offer snmrds inatead! 

But eheer thee, maid,—the wınd that now 
îa blowîng o’er thy feverish brow, 
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To-day ehall waft the e from the shore \ 

And, ere a drop of this night’s göre 
Hav e time to chill in yon der tow T rs, 

Thou ’lt see thy own sweet Arab boıv’rs!* 

His bloody boast \ras ali too tnıe 
There lurk’d one wretclı among the few 
Whom Hafed’s eagle ey e eouid count 
Around hin on that Ficry Monnt, — 

One misereant, rvho for gold betray’d 
The pathway through tbe vali ey ^ shade 
To those bıgh ÎD\v J r3 f where Freedom etood 
In her last hol d of flame and blood, 

Lefl on the fîeld kat dreadful night, 

When, sallyıng from their Sacred heiglıt, 

The Ghebers fought hope’s fare w eli fight, 

He ky — but dierî not w itli Üıe brave j 
That sun, wbich should have gilt his grave, 

Saw hım a traitor and a slave; — 

And, w hile the few, vvho tbence returnM 
T o their high Tocky fortrcss, mourcfd 
For lıim among the matehless dead 
They left behind on glory's bcd, 

He lived, and, in the face of ınorn } 

Laugh’d them, and Faith, and IIeav T n to sconk 

Oh for a tongue to curse the elave, 

W bos e treason, like a deadl y blight, 

Comes o'er the coancils of the bmve, 

And blasts them in tbeir Iıour of mightî 
May Lîfe*s ıınblessed cup for hım 
Be drugg’d with treach’ries to the brim, — 

* 
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Wîfch hopeSj that but allııre to fiy, 

With joys, tirat vanish vvhiJe he sips, 
Like Dead Sea fruite, that tempt Üıe ey e* 
But tam to ashes on Üıe îîps ] 

His eountry’â curse, his chihlren’s shame* 
Outcast of virtue, peaeej and fame* 

May he* at last, ıvith lipg of ilam e 
On the parchM desert th irsting di e, —■ 
Wiıile lakes, that shone in mockery nîgh, 
A re fadıng off, untouch’d* untasted, 

Like Üıe önce glorious hopes he olasted J 
And* when from eartiı his spirit iîies, 

Just Prophet, Jet Üıe damnM-one dwell 
Fiilî in the sight of Paradise* 

Bekoîding heav’ıı, and feeling heB! 
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Lalia Rookh had* the night before, been visited by 
& dream wbİch, in spite of the impending fale of poor 
flafed, made her beart more than usually eheerful 
during the morning, and gave her cheeks ali the 
freshened animatİon of a flower that the Bidnrask haa 
jııst passed över. She fancied tlıat she was sailing 
on that Eastern Ocean, where the sea-gîpsies, who live 
for ever on the water, enjoy a perpetual sunımer in 
ıvanderîııg from isle to isle* when she saıv a small gUded 
bark approachiug her. ît was like one of those boata 
whieh tlıe Maldivian ialanders send adrift, at the mercy 
of ıvinda and ıvaves, loaded with perfıımes, fîowers 3 and 
odoriferous wood, as an oflering to the Spirit whom 
they cali King of the Sea* At first, this little bark 

appeared to be empty, but, on coming nearer- 

S lıe had proeeeded thus far in relating the dreara to 
her Ladies, when Peramorz appeared at the door of the 
pavilion. İn hia presence, of course, every thing else 
was forgotten, and the eontimmnce of the story waa 
mstantly requested by alî. Fresh wood of aloes wae 
set to burn in the cassolets; — the vıoîet sherbets were 
hastily handed rotınd, and afler a short prelüde on his 
lute, in the pathetic measure of Nava, whıch İs al w aya 
nsed to express the lamentations of absent lovers, ths 
Poet thua continued: — 
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The da y is lowMng—stili y black 
Sleeps the grim wave, whüe beavh’s rack, 
Dispersed and wild, T twixt earth and sky 
Hangs like a shatter’d canopy. 

Theıe *3 not a cloud in that bine plain 
Bnfc telis of storm to corne or past î — 
Here 3 flying loosely as tlıe raane 

Of a young war-horse in tlıe Mas t; — 
There, rollM in masses d ark and swelling 
As proud to be the thtınder’s dwelling l 
WMle some, already burst and riv 7 n 3 
Seem melting do\raı the verge of heav’n; 
As thouglı tlıe infant storm had rent 
The mıghty womb that gave him birth, 
And, hayıng ewept the finnament, 

W as now in herce career for eartk 

On eajth *twas yet ali calra around, 

A pulseless silence, dread, profound* 

More awful than the tempesPs sotmd. 

The dtver steer’d for Ormus’ bowers, 

And mooPd his skifF ti 11 calmer hours; 
The sea-birdj with porten to as screech, 
Flew fast to land ; — upon the beach 
The pilot oft had paused, with glance 
Tum*d upward to that wild eapanse ; — 
And ali n p aa boding, drear, and dark 
As her own sonl, when Hinda’s bark 
Went sioıvly from the Persian shore. — 
No music time d her parting oar, 
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Nar friends upon the less’mng strand 
Linger’d, to wave the ımseen hand, 

Or speak the farewell, heard no more j — 

But lonej unheeded, from the bay 
The vessel takes Its mournfnl way s 
Like some Dl-destined bark that steers 
In silence through the Gate of Tears. 

And ıvhere was stora Al Hassan then ? 

Could not that saintly scourge of men 
From bloodahed and devotion spare 
One mimi te for a iârenmll there ? 

No — close irilirin, İn changeful fîts 
Of curaing and of prayV 3 he sits 
In savagc loneliness to brood 
Upon the coming night of blood. — 

With that keen 3 second-scent of death, 

By Tvhich the vultnre snufis his food 
In the stili warm and living breath! 

Whüe o 5 er the wave his weeping daughter 
Is wafted from these scenes of slaughter } ^ 

As a young bird of Babylon, — 

Let bos e to teli of vict’ry won ? 

Fües home, with wingj ah! not ımstaîn’d 
By the red Jıands that held her chainkL 

And does the long-left; home she seeka 
Light up no gladness on her cheeks ? 

The fiow*rs she nursed — the well~known groves, 
Where oft in dreams her spirıt rovea — 

Önce mors to see her dear gazelles 
Come bounding with their silver helis; 
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Her birde* new pluraage to behold, 

And the gay, gleaming fishes count, 

She left, ali filleted with gol d, 

Shooting around their jasper fbıınt * 

Her little gar den mostjue to see, 

And önce again, at evening hour. 

To teli her ruby rosaıy 

In her oıvn sweet acacia bü’vv’ı*. — 

Can these deliglıts, thafc w ait her noır, 

Cali up no şimşirine on her brow ? 

No, — silent, from her train apaıt, — 

As even noıy she felt at he art 
The ellili of her approacbing doom, — 

She s its, ali Joveiy in her gloom 
As a pale Angel of the Grave; 

As o’er the wide, tempestuous wave, 

Loohs, with a shudder, to those tow 5 rs 
Where, in a few short awful houıs, 

Blood, blood, in streaming tides shall ran, 
Foul incense far to-morroTvds sun i 
“ Where art thou* glorious stranger i thou, 
So loved, so lost, where art thou now ? 

Foe — Gheber — inMel — vrhate’er 
Th 3 unhaDow*d name thou *rt doom’d to bear, 
Stili glorious — stili to tlıis foııd Jıeart 
Bear as its blood, whate’er tlıou art i 
Yes —Alla, dreadfuî Allal yes — 

If there be wrong, be erime in this, 

Let the black waves that round us rolî, 
Whelm me this instant, ere my soul, 
Forgettmg faith — home — father — ali —* 
Before its earthly i dol fail, 

Nor Trorship ev*n Thyself above him— 

For, oh, so wildly do I love Mm, 
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Tky Paradise ıtself vvere dim 

And joyless, ıf not sharcd with kim! ” 

Her hands were clasp’d — her eyes upturnM, 
Droppiug their tears İl ke moonlight rain; 

And, tlıoogh her lip, fond raver! bumM 
W ıth ıvords of passion, bold, profane, 

Yet wu9 there lıght aronnd her brow, 

A holıhess in those dark eyes, 

Which ehow s d, thouglı wîiiıdking earthward now, 
Her epiıifs hotne was in the skies 
Ye s — for a s pirit püre aa hera 
Is abraya püre, ev’n while it cırs; 

As sıınshine, broken in the riIJ, 

Thouglı tumM astray, is sunshine stili! 

So ıvholly had her mind forgot 
Ali thoughts but one, she Iıeedeâ not 
The risıng etorm — the wave that cast 
A momenti midniglıt, as it pass’d 
Kot heard the frequent shout, the treaâ 
Of gath’rmg tumult o’er her head — 

ClaahM Bwords, and tonguea that seemM to vie 
With the mde riot of the sky. — 

But, hark! — that war-whoop on the deck — 
That crashj gs if eaciı engine there, 

Mast, sails, md ali, were göne to wreck, 

Mid yells and staınpings of despair t 
Mereiful Heaven! what can it be ? 

»T is not the storm, though fearfully 

The ship has shuddePd as she rode 

O’er mountain-waves — a Porgive me, God l 

Forgive me ” — shriek’d the maid, and knelfc, 

Trerabling ali över — for she felt 

As if her jııdgment-hour was near; 

While crouclıing round, half dead with feaıy 
u 

!? * 
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Her handmaids clung, nor breathed* nor stirfd 
When, hark!—a second crash—a üıird — 
And no w, as if a bolt of thunder 
Had riv’n the laboring planks asunder, 

The deck falls in -— wbat horrors tlıen! 

Slood, waves, and tackle* eworda and men 
Come mbc’d togetlıer through tiıe chasm, — 
Some wretches in their dying spasm 
Stili fighting on — and some that cali 
Ci For God and Iran l ” as they fal) 1 

Wfıose wtm the hand that tum’d aıvay 
The perils of th s inftıriafce fray ? 

And anatch’d her breathless ironi bencath 
Tlıis wilderment of \7ieck and death ? 

Slıe knew not — for a faintness came 
Chill o’er her, and her sınking frame 
Amid the ruirıs of that bour 
Lay, like a pale and seorched fiow , r > 

Beneath the red volcano’s showen 
But, oh l the sıgiıts and sounds of dread 
That ehock’d her ere her senses flcd i 
The yawning deck —the cıowd that strove 
Upon the tott’ring planks ab o ve — 

The sail, wîıose irag'mentSj ®hiv?rW o’er 
The strugglers 1 heads, ali daeh’d with göre, 
Flutter’d lîke bloody Üags — the clash 
Öf sabres, and the lightnmg’s flaşlı 
Upon their blades, lıigh toss’d about 
Like meteor branda — as if throughout 
The elemente one fury ran, 

One general rage, that left a doubt 
Which w as tlıe here er, Heav’n or Man 
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Önce too — but no — it could not be — 

’T waa fancy ali —yet önce eke Üıought, 
W hile yet her fadİng ey es could see, 

High on the ruin’d deck she caught 
A glimpse of that unearthly form, 

That glory of îıer soul 3 —even them 
Amîd thc whirl of wreck and storm, 

Slıining ab o ve hia fellow-men, 

As, on some black and troublous night, 

The Star of Egypt, whose proud liğfct 
Never hatlı beam’d on those who rest 
In the Whke Islande of the VVest, 

Bıırns througlı the atorın wi£n looks of flama 
That put Heav'n’g cloudier eyes to shame. 
But no — ? t waa but the minute’s drenin — 

A fantasy — and ere the seream 
Had half-Tvay pass’d her pallid lips, 

A deathlike swoon, a chill edipse 
Of soul and sense its darkness apread 
Aromıd her, and she sunk, m dead. 

How calm, how beautiful comes on 
The stıdy hour, when storms are göne, 
When warring winds have died away, 

And clouds, beneatfı the glancûıg' ray, 

Mel t oWj and leave the land and sen 
Sleeping* in bright tranquillity, — 

Fresk as if Bay again w ere boru, 

Again upon the lap of Mom l — 

When the light hlossoms, rudely toru 
And scatter’d at the whirlwind 1 a w ili, 

Hang floating in the püre air stili, 

Filling it ali Tvith precioue bal m, 
în gralitude for thıa sweet calm; —■ 


















100 


LALLA R-OOKİI. 


And every drop the Ümnder-alıow , r8 
Have left upon the grass and flcnv’rs 
Snarldes, as ’t were that ligblning-genı 
Whose liquid flame is born of tiıenı î 
When, J stead of one unchanghıg breeze, 
There blow a thousand gentle airs. 

And eaclı a difUrent pcrfnme kears, — 

As if the loveliest plants and trces 
Had vassal breezes of tlıeir ©wn 
To ıratclı and wait on the m alone, 

And vvafl no otlıer hreatlı thaıı theİrs: 

When the bine waters rise and fail, 

In slecpy s imalı ine manüing alJ j 
And evhı tJıat sırell the tempest leaves' 

Is like the fnll and silent heaves 
Of lovers 1 hearfcs, ^vhen newîy bless’d, 

Too newly to be quite at rest 

Stıeh was tlıe golden hour that broke 
Upon the worM, when IIiııda woke 
Prom her long trance, and lıeard around 
No raotion but the water , s sound 
Hippling against the vessel’s side, 

As slow it mounted o*er tlıe tide. — 

Bııt where is she ? — her eyes are darır, 

Are wiider’d stili — is this tlıe bark, 

The same, tiıat from Harmozia’s b ay 
Bore her at morn — whose bloody wzy 
The sea-dog track’d ?—no—strange and ne w 
îs ali that meets lıer ıvondVing vieıv. 

Upon a galliot*s deck she kes, 

Beneath, no rieh pavilion’s shade,_ 

No plumes to fan her sleeping eyes, 

Nor jaşarine on her piHow laid 
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But the rade litter, rougbly spread 
With war-eIoaks 3 is her homely bed, 

And shawl and sash, on javelins lıung, 

Por aıvrıiag o*er her head are fînng. 

Shadd î ring‘ she lookM around —there 1ar 
A group of vrarriorg in the sun, 

Eesting their llmbs, aa for that day t 

Their ministry of denth we re done. 

Some gazing on the drowsy sea, 

Lost in unconscious revery 
And soıne, ıvîıo seenfd but ili to brook 
That sluggish cakn, with man y a look 
To the-Gİack sail impatient cast, 

As loose it 11 agg’d around the mask 

Blest Alla! wlıo shall save her now ? 

There ’s not in ali that waxrior band 
One Ar ab sword 3 one turban’d brow 
From her own Faithful Moslcm laucL 
Their garb — the lenthera belt that wrapa 
Eaclı ye!low vest—that rebel hue — 

The Tartar fleece tıpon their caps — 

Yes —- yes — her fears are ali too tme. 

And Heav’n hathj in tîıis dreadful hour* 

Abandon’d her to Hafed’s power; 

Hafed, the GheberJ—at the thought 
Her very heart’s blood ehills within; 

He, whom her soul was hoürly taught 
To loathej as some foul fiend of sin, 

Seme m iniş ter, whom Hell had sent, 

To spread its blast, where*er he wcnt 
And fling, as o’er our earth he trod, 

His Bhadow betwixt man and God l 
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And ahe is no w Ms captive,-—throwıı 
In his fierce lıaîıds, nüve, alone: 

His th 1 infuriate band she sees, 

Ali infidels — ali enemies 1 
What ıvas the daring hope that tîıeu 
Cross’d her like lightmng, as again, 

With boldness that despalr had lent, 

She darted through that armed crowd 
A look s o searchiııg, so intentj 
Tlıat ev’n the sternest Trarrior how*d 
Abash’d, when he her glancea caught, 

As if lıe guesskl whose form thej sought 
Bat no — she sees hım not y- J t is g&ne, 

The vision tlıat before her shone 
ThrougS ali the maze of blood and stor m, 

Is fled— 3 twas but a phantom forın — 

One of tlıose passing, rainbow dreams, 

Half light, half ehads, which Fancy s s beama 
Paint on tlıe üeeting mists tlıat roE 
In tranee oı slıımber roıınd the bouL 

But no w tîıe bark, with livelıer boımd, 

Scales the bltıe wave—the crew*# in motion, 
The oars are out, and mth light soımd 
Break the bright mirror of the ocean, 
Scatt’ring its briiliant fragments round* 

And no w s he seos r— with horror sees, 

Their course is tow’rd tlıat monntainAold,— 
Those tow’rs, that make her life-blood freez.e, 
Wherc Meeca’s godless enemıes 
Lie, like beleaguerM scorpioııs, rolPd 
In their last deadly, venomons fol d î 
Amid th J illumined land and flood 
Simle ss that raighty momıtain stood * 
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Save wbere, above İts av; ful head, 

There shone a Hamin g cloııd, blood-red. 

As ’t were tlıe llag of destiny 

Hııng out to mark where death would be! 


Had her bewilderM rnind tke pow’r 
Of thoüght in tlıis terrihc hour, 

S he well raight marvel where or how 
Marda foot could şenle that mountaîn’s brow T 
Since ne’er had Arab heard or krtown 
Of patlı but througb the glen alone* — 

But every thotıght was lost in fear ? 

When s as their bounding bark dreıv near 
The craggy base, ebe felt the waves 
Hurry them tow’rd those d is m al çaves, 

That from the Deep m windings pass 
Beneath that Mount’s volcanie masa j — 

And loud a voice on deck commands 
To low’r the mas t and light tlıe branda \ — 
İnsfcantly o’er the dashıng tide 
W itilin a cavenfs mouth they glıde 
Gloomy as tlıat eternal Porch 

Tlırough whidı departed spirits go: — 
Kot ev*n the Hare of brand and torch 
Its fiickhing light could further throw 
Tlıan the thick ffood that boiPd below 
Silen® they Hoated — as if each 
Sat breatîılessj and too awed for speech 
In that d ark diasın, where ev en soımd 
SeemM dark, — so sullenly around 
The gabim echoes of the cave 
* Muttefd it o*erlhe kmg black wave, 

Aa T t were some secret of tbe grave 
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Bat soît — they pause—the current turna 
Beneath them from its omvard track; — 
Some miglıty, unseen barrier spurns 
The yexed tide, ali foamlng, bacKj 
And searce the oars ! redoubled foree 
Can stem the eddy’a ıvhirlıng course ; 

When, hark!—some desp’rate foot has sprımg 
Among the roeks —■ the chain is dang — 

Tlıe oaı>; are up — the grapple clings, 

And the toss’d bark in moorings swingSi 
Just then, a day-beanı through the shade 
Broke tremuloug — but, ere the nmid 
Can see from whence the brightness steals, 
ITpon her broır she slıuddhing feela 
A viewless hand, that promply ties 
A bandage rouııd her burning ey es ; 

While the rude İitter wkere she lies, 

Uplifbed by the warrior throng, 

0*er tlıe steep roeks is borne along, 

Blest power of sunshine i — gcnial Duy 
Wİıat balm, what life is in thy ray ! 

T o feel tîıe^ ia saçlı real biissj 
That had the wor!d no joy but this, 

To sit in sunshine calin and sweet, 
it irere a world too exquisite 
For man. to leave it for the gloomj 
The deep, cold shadow of the tomb* 

Ev’n Iiinda, though eh e saw not where 
Or whither wound the perilous road, 

Yet knew by that awak , ning air, 

Which saddenly nround her gloıv’d, 

That they had ris’n fromılarkncsa then, 

And breathed the suırny ıvorld again! 
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But soon this balmy freshness fîed — 

For now the sieepy kbyrinth led 

Tlvrougk damp and gloorn—*mîd crash of boughs, 

And fail of looseıfd erags that rouse 

The leopaıd from hia hııngry sleep, 

Who, starting, thinks eaeîı crag a prey. 

And long is lıeard, from steep to sıeep, 

Ghasing tlıem down their thund’ring way î 
The jackaPa cry — the distant moau 
Of the hytena, herce and lone — 

And that eternal sndd’jung sound 
Of torrents in the glen beneath, 

As ’t were the ever d ark Profbıınd 
That rolls beneath the Bridge of Üeatlı t 
Ali, ali is fearful — evhı to see, 

To gaze on thoso terrific things 
She now but blindly lıears, would be 
Eelief to her iraagmings ; 

Since never yet w as shape s o dread, 

But Fancy, thııs in darloıess thro^m, 

And by such sound s of horror fed, 

Could frame moıe dreadful of her öwn. 

But does she dream ? has Fear again 
Perplex 5 d the working*ı of her bntin, 

Or did a voice, aü music, tben 

Come from the gîoom, Iow whispVing near — 

u Tremble not, love, thy Gheber’s here?” 

She not dream —ali sense, ali ear* 

Slıe drinks the words, “ Thy Gheber f s here,” 
was his own voice—she could not err — 
Throughout the breathing world ? s esten t 
q£Theıe was but one such voice for her, 

So kindj so sofi, so eloquent 1 
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Oh, sooner shall the rose of May 
Mifitake her own svveet nightingale, 
And to some meaner minstrePs lay 
Öpen her bosonfs glowing veli, 
Than Love shall ever doubt a tone, 

A breath of the beloved one i 


Thouglı blest, knid ııll her illa, to thınk 
She has that one beloved near, 

Whose smıle, though met oıı nün's brink, 
Hath power to make e ven ruin d car, — 

Yet so on this gleam of raptııre, cross’d 
By fears for hım, İs chilPd and İost 
How shall the rathless Hafed brook 
That one of Gheber blood should look, 

With aught but cursea in his ey e, 

On her a trnid of Araby — 

A Moslera maid — the cîıild of hım, 

Whose bloody baımeTs dire success 
Hatlı left their altars cold and di m, 

And their fair land a wilderness 1 
And, worse than ali, that night of blood 
Whîch comes so fast—Oh l who shall staj 
The sword, that onee hath tasted food 
Of Persian'heart, or tnm its wayl 
What arm shall then the victim eover, 

Or from her father shield her lover ? 

* s Saire hım, my God i ” she inly erîes — 

“ Save him this night—and if tlıine ey es 
Have ever welcomed with delight 
The sinneTs tears, the sacrifîcc 
Of smners î hearts — guard him this nigîıt, 
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And here before thy throne, 1 ewear 
Froırı rny heart’s inmost core to te&r 

Love, hepe* remembrance, thongh they be 
LinkM vitfı each quiv , rmg life-string tiıere 
And p-ive it bleeding ali to Thee! 

Let hi -i but live, — the buming tear 
The eighs, s o sinM, yet so dear, 

Which have bcen ali too much Ms ovvn, 
Shall from this hour be Heaven’s alone. 
Youth pass ! d in penitence, and age 
în lortg and paînfül pilgrimage, 

S hail leave no traces of the fianıe 
That wastes ıae noıv — nor shall Jıis name 
E’er blcas my Jips, but when I pray 
For his dear epifit* that away 
Casting from ita angelic ray 
Th 7 edipse of earth, he s too, may shine 
R edecin 1 d > ali glorious and ali T hin e! 
Think—thınk \vhat victory to win 
One radiant acul like his from sin, — 

One ıvand’ring star of virtue back 
To his own native, heavenward track ! 

Let hım but Üye, and both ar e Tiıîne, 
Together tbine — for, blessM or cross’dj 
Lİving or dcad, his doom is mine* 

And, if he perish, botiı are lost! * 





The nex£ evening Lalla Rookh was entreated byher 
Ladies to continue the relation of her wc nlerful dream; 
but tîıe fearfuL interest that Imng rouna the fate of 
Hinda and lıer lover had corapletely removed every 
trace of it froıu her mind; — mtıoh to the disappoint- 
rnent of a fair seer or two in her traHi* who prided 
themaelves on their skill in interpreting visions, and 
wb o had already rcmarked, as an unlucky om en, that 
the Prineess, on the very morning after the dream, had 
wom a silk dyed with the blossoms of the somnvM 
ire e, Nilic a, 

Fadladeen, whpae indignation had more than önce 
hroken out during the recital of this heterodox poem, 
seemed at length to lıave made up lıis mind to the in- 
fliction; and took his eeat this eveningmth ali tha 
patience of a maıtyr, whüe the Poet resumea his pro 
fane and seditious stoıy as follows;— 
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To tearlesa eyca and hearts at ease 
T be leafy shores and sıın~bright seanj 
That lay bencath that mountain’s height, 

Had been a fair cnchanüng sight 
J T waa oııe of those ambrosial eves 
A d ay of storm so oflen leaves 
At its calm setting— ırhen tlıe West 
Opens her golden boıvers of restj 
And a moist radiance from the skies 
Şhoots trembling down T m from the ey es 
Of some meek pemtent, whose last, 

Jîright hüuıs atone for d ark ones pas t, 

And ıvhose sweet tears, o’er ıvrong forgivm, 
Skine, as they fail, with light firom heavkı, 

T w as stillness ali—the winds that late 

Had ruslfd through Kerman’s almond groves, 
And shaken from her bowhs of date 
That cooling feast the traveller loves, 

No w, lulPd to langnor, scarcely curJ 
The Green Sea wave ? whose ıvaters gleam 
Limpld, as if her mines of pearl 
Were melted aO to form the stream: 

And her fair islets, small and bright, 

Wıth their green ehores rede ete d there> 

Look like those Peri islea of light, 

That htrng by spell-ırork in the aır. 

Bat vainly did those glorîes burst 
On Hinda 1 ® daaaled eyes, when first 
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The bandage frora her brovr was tiken, 
And, pal e and awed as those who w tiken 
İn their d&rk tombs — wheiî s soowling near, 
The Senrchers of the Grave appear, — 

She shudd’nng turnM to read her fate 
In the herce eyes that flash’d around j 
And saw those towers ali desolate, 

That o’er her lıead terrifie fro^m’d, 

As if dcfying ev’n the smile 

Öf that sofi hcav’n to gild their püe. 

I 

In vajn wıth mingled hope and fcar, 

She looks fbr hım wiıose voice so dear 
Had come, like music, to her car — 

Strange, moeldng dream! again 7 1 is fled. 
And oh, the shoots, the pangs of dread 
That throııgh her inmost bosom ran, 

When voıces from without proclaim 
"Hafed, the Chief”—and, one by one, 

The wamors shont that fearfııl name İ 
He comee — the rock resoımds his tread — 
How shall she dare to lifi her head, 

Or nıeet those eyes whose scorching glare 
Not Yemen’s boldest sons can bear ? 

In whose re d beam, tlıe Moslern telis, 

Snclı rank and dcadly Instre dırells, 

As in those heİlish fires that Jight 
Tlıe mandrak^s chamel leaves at mght 
How shall she bear that voice’s tone, 

At whose loud battle-cry alone 
WhoIe squadrons ofl in panic ran, 

Scatter*d like some vaat caravan, 

When* streteh’d at eveniııg round the welh 
T hey hear tlıe thîrstmg tiger's yeli 
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Breathless she stands, with eyes east down, 
Shrlnking beneath the fiery froıvn, 

Whkh, faııcy telis her, from that brow 
Is flaslıing o*er her fiercely noıv; 

And slmdd’ring as she Iıears the tread 
Of his retirİng warrior band. — 

Never w as pause so full of dread; 

Tül Hafed witfı a trembîing hand 
Took hera, and, leaning o’er her, said 
ft Hinda; ” — that word w as ali he spoke, 

And ’tıras enough —-the shriek that broke 
From her full bosom, told the rest — 
Fanting ıvith terror, joy, surprise, 

The maki but lifts her wond'rmg eyes, 

To bide them on her Giıeber’s breast! 

>Tis he, *t is lıe — the mazı of blood, 

The fellest of the Fire-fiend’s brood, 

Hafed, the demon of the fight, 

Whose voice unnerves, whose glances blıght, 
İs her own loved Gheber, ırdld 
And glorıoııs as when first he smiled 
in lıer lone tow , r, and left such beams 
Of his püre eye to light her dreams, 

That she believed her bower had giv'n 
Rest to some wanderer from heav’n! 

Momente tlıere are, and this was one 
Snatclfd İlke a minute’s gleam of sun 
Anıid the black Simoorfa edipse — 

Or, like those verdant spots that bloı a 
Around the crateFs bıırning lips, 

Sweet f ning the very edge of doom! 

The past —the future — ali that Fate 
Can bring of dark or desperate 
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Around sucîı hours, but makes tlıcm cast 
Iııtenser radiance while they last 1 

Ev’n he, this youth — tlıough dimnfd and göne 
Each star of Hop e that chcerM hım on — 

His glories lost — lıia cause bet ray’d— 

Iran, his dear-loved country, mu.de 
A laııd of carcasses and slaves, 

One dreary waste of chains and gmves ! — 
Himself but lıngking, dead at hcart, 

To see the last, long struggling breath 
Of Lib er ty’e great soul depart, 

Then îay Mm dowıı and share her death — 
Ev 7 n he, eo sunk in ‘Yvretehedness, 

Witlı doom atili dajker gath’rİng o’er hım. 
Yet, in this momcnt’s püre caress, 

In the mild eyes tîıat shone before him, 
Beaming that blest assurance, worth 
Ah other trans ports known on earth, 

That he w as loved — w eli, wartnly loved - 
Oh I in this precious honr he provcd 
Hoı? deep, how thorouglı-feît the glow 
Of rapture, kindling out of woe 
How exquisite one eingle drop 
Of bliss, thtıs sparklmg to the top 
Of mis’ıy’s cup — how keenly quafTd, 

Tluugh doatlı must foIJow on tlıe draught T 

She, too, while gazın g on those ey e s 
That silili into her soul so deep, 

Forgets ali fears, ali miseries, 

Or feels them lıke the wretch in sleep, 
Whcm fancy cheata into a s mile, 

YVho dreams of joy, and soba the whilo 1 
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The mighty Ruıns whete Üıey stood, 

Upon the mount’s high, rocky verge, 

Lay öpen tow’rds the ocean flood, 

Where lightly o*er the Ulumined surge 
Many a fair bark that, ali the day, 

Had lurk’d in slıelt’ring ereek ot bay, 

Now bounded ort 3 and gave their sails, 

Yet dripping, to the evhıing ga]es; 

Like eagles, when the etorm is done 
Spreading their wet wings in the sun 
The beauteous clouds, though daylight Star 
Had sunk behind the hüls of Lar, 

Were stili with linghing glories bright, — 
As if 3 to grace the gorgeous West, 

The Spîrit of departing Light 
That eve had lefl his sunny vest 
Behind Mm, ere he wİngVl his flight 
Never w as scene eg fornfd for love 1 
Beneath the m Tv aves of crystal move 
İn silent swell — Heav’n glows above, 

And their püre hearts, to trans port giv'n, 
Swcll like the wave, and glow like Hearfa 


But ah î tûO soon that dream is pasfc — 
Again, again her fear returns; — 

Night, dreadful night, is gatfa’ring fast, 
More faintly the horizon burns. 

And every rosy tint that lay 
On the smooth sca hath died away, 

Hastily to the darkhıing sldes 
Â glance she casts—then wildly crîes 
“ JU night, he suid—and, look, T tis near— 
Fly fiy — ıf yet fchou lov’st m e, fly — 

15* 














m 


LALLA EDO EH. 


Soön will Ms murdVodfl! band be bere. 

And I shall eee thee bleed and die. — 
Hush i heard’st thou not the tramp of men 
Sounding from yender fearfui glen ?— 
Perbaps ev’n no w they cHmb the wood — 
Fly, fly — though stili the Wcst îa bright* 
He 5 !1 come — oh i yes — he wants thy blood 
î kno’tv İıim—he *11 not ıvait for night i M 

In terrors evhı to agony 

S he clings around the wondVing l Chief j —- 
“ Aİas, poor tfftîderM mairî! to me 

Thou ow ? st thİs raving trence of grief* 

Lost as I anı, natıght ever gtew 
Beneath my shade but perishM too — 

My doom İH like tbe Dead Sea air. 

And nothing lives that enters tlıere İ 
Why were our barka together dtiv’n 
B ene atlı tbie moming^a furious heav’n P 
Why, when I saw the prize that chance 
Had tlıroıvn into my de a p’rat e axms 3 — 
When, canting but a single glance 
Upon thy pal e and prostrate ch arına, 

I yowM (though ıvatching viewlcss o’er 
Thy safety through that hour’s alarma) 

To meefe th* umnanning sight no more — 
Wky have I broke that heart~wrtmg vow ? 
Why weakly, madly met thee no w ? — 

Start not — that noise is but the slıock 
Of toırents through yon valley hurFd 
Dread nothing here — upon tbis rock 
We stand above the jarring worId, 

Alıke beyond its hope — its dread 
In gloomy safety, like the Doadî 
















T.AT. T.A ROOKB, 


175 


Ör, coıdd ev’n earth and hell ünite 
In leagtıe to storm thia Sacred Heiglıt, 

Fear nothing thoıı *— myself, to-^niglıt, 

And each o’erlooking star that dvreLIs 
Near God, wiU be tby sentmels;— 

And, ere to-morroVs dawn slıall glow, 

Back tö thy sire-” 

t 

** To-morrow! — no *— 
The maiden Eîcream’d —“ thou’It never see 
Tomo* , ow î s son — death, deatiı will be 
The night-cry through eacİı reekıng tower, 
Unless we fîy, ay, ûy tJıis hour t 
Thou art hetrayhl — sonıe Türeteli who kmw 
That dreadfnl glen*s mysterioos ele w — 

Nay, doubt not—by yon stars, T tis true — 
Hatlı sold thee to my vengeful sire; 

Tlıis morning, with that emile so dire 
He wears in joy, he told me ali, 

And stamp’d in triumph through our İmli, 

As thoagh thy heart already beat 
Its last life-throb beneath his feet! 

Good Heav’n, how little dreamkİ I then 
His vietfm was my own loved youth f— 
Fly—send—îet seme on© watch the glen—* 
By ali my hopes of heav*n *t is tnıtlı! H 


Oh i eolder tîıan the wind that freezes 
Founts, that bat ııow in sunshine play’d 
Is tbat congealing pang which seizes 
The trustiog bosom, when betray’ıL 
He felt it — deeply felt — and stood, 

As ıf tbe tale had fros’n his blood 
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Şo mazed and motionleBs was he;—* 

Lıke one whom sndden spclls enchant, 

Or sorae mute, marble habitant 
Of tlıe stili Halis of Ishmonie î 

But Boon the painful clıill w as okr, 

And his great soul 3 herse!f önce raore, 
Look’d from his bro'r in ali the rays 
Of her best, happiest, grandest days. 

Ne ver, in moment most ekte, 

Did that higlı spirit loftier rise$— 

While brİglıt, serene, determinate, 

His looks arc lifted to the ski es, 

As if the signal İights of Fate 
Were ahini ng m those awful eyes î 
’T is ceme — his İıour of martyrdom 
In Irajfs sacred cause is come: 

And, though his life hath pasa’d away 
Like Hghtning on a stormy day, 

Yet shall his deathdıour leave a track 
Öf glory, permanent and bright, 

To which tîıe brave of after-times, 

The suff’ring brave, shall long look b&ck 
Wıth proud regret, — and by its light 
Watch through the hours of sltıveıy’s night 
For vengeance on th* oppressor’s crimes, 

Thîs rock, his monument aloft, 

Shall spealc the tale to many an age , 

And hither bards and heroes oft 
Shall come in secret pilgrimage, 

And bring their warrior sons, and teli 
The wondVing boys where Hafed fell; 

And swear them on those lone remains 
Öf their lost country’s ancient fanes, 
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Never *— wlıüe breath of life shall li?e 
Within thera — ncver to forgive 
Th* açcursed race, ıvhose ruthless chain 
Hatlı left on İran’a neek a stain 
Blood, olood alone can cîeanse again î 
Such are the swellrag tlıoughts that no w 
Erıthıone themselves on Hafod’s brow; 

And ne’er did Samt of Isa a gaze 

On tlıe red nrreatb, for martyrs hvined, 
More proudly than the youtlı surveys 
That pile, which through the gloom behrad, 
Half lighted b y the altar’s fire, 

Glimmers — his destined fnnera] pjre ? 
Heap’d b y lııs own, his comrades’ handa, 

Of ev’ry wood of odorous breath, 

Tlıere, b y the Fire-God^ shrine it stands, 
Ready to fold İn radiant death 
The few stili left of those ıvlıo swme 
To perish there, wlıen hope w as o*er — 

Tlıe few, to whom that couciı of ftame, 
Wlıîch reseues thcm from bönda and shame, 
Is sweet and welcome as tlıe bed 
For their own infant Prophet spread, 

When pitying Heav*n to roses tıım’d 
The death-fiames that beneath lıim btım’d * 

Wîth watchfulness tlıe maid attends 
His rapid giance, ndıere’er it bends —■ 

Why ahoot İıis ey es such a^fiıl boama ? 

What plana he mw? what thinks or dreama? 
Al as l why stands he rausing here, 

When ev’ry moment teems with fear F 
* £ Hafed, my own beloved LorcL” 

She kneeling cries — “ fîrst, last adored İ 



















i 78 lalla no oku* 

If in that smıl thou*st ever felt 

Half what tLy lips impaasıon’d *wore 
Here, on my laıees tb at ne ver knelt 
To any but tlıeir God before, 

I pray theej as tlıou lov’st me, fly — 

Now, now — ere yet tlıeir blades are nigh 
Ob lıaste — the bark that bore me kitker 
Can waft us o 5 er yon dark’ning sea, 

East — west—alas, î çare not whither, 

Bo thou art safe, and I mth thee î 
Go where we will, this harıd in tlıine, 

Those ey es before me smiling thus, 
Througb good and İli, tlırough storm and fihlno 
Tbe wor!d ’s a world of love for us! 

Ön apme calin, blessed s bore we ? 11 develi, 
Wlıere ’tis no erime to love too well}— 
Where tbua to worsîıip tenderly 
An erring child of lıgkt like thee 
Will not be sin—or, ıf iit be, 

W here we may weep o ur faults away, 
Togethcr kneeling, nigbt and day, 

Thou, for my sake, at Alla’s şiirine, 

And I — at any God’s, for thinc 1 ” 

Wildly these passionate words she spoke— 
Then hung lıer head, and wept for shame j 
Sohbing, an if a heart-string broke 

With every deep-heaved sob that came* 
Whıle be, young, warm — oh 1 wonder not 
If, lor a moment, pride and fame, 

His oath—his cause — that shrine of flnme. 
And Iran’s self are ali forgot 
For her whom at his feet he sees 
Kneeling in speechlesâ agonies. 
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No, blame hım not, if Hope awhîle 
Paıvn’d in his soul, and threw her smile 
O’er houts to come — o 3 er daya and nigtıts, 
Wing T d with those precious, püre delights 
Which she, who hends ali beauteotıs tîıere, 

W as born to kindle and t o share. 

A tear or two, which, as he bow 3 d 
To mise the supplîant, trembling stole } 

First wam 5 d bini of thîs dangkoos cloud 
Of softness passing o 3 er lıis soul* 

Startîng, he brash’d the drops away, 

Uaworthy o’er fchafc cheek to strny ; — 

Like one who, on the moru of fight, 

Shakes from his sword the dews of night, 

That had but dimm’d, not stain’d its %ht 
Yet though subdued th 3 mmerving thrill, 
ita warratb I its ıveakness, linger’d stili 
So touchiug in its look and tone, 

That the fond, fearing, hoping maid 
Half counted on the flight she pmy’d, 

Half thonght the hero’s soul was gromı 
As sofi, as yielding as her onu, 

And smiled and bless’d him, whüe he said, 

« y e 3 — if therc be some happier sphere, 
Where fadeless truth like ours is dear, — 

If there be any land of rest 
For those who hve and ne'er forget, 

Oh î comfort thee — for safe and bless’d 
W e *11 meet in that calm region yet ! n 

Scaree had she time to ask her heart 
If good or ili these words impart, 

When the roused youtlı impatient He w 
To the towk-wall 1 where, high in view, 

• 
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A pondrous sea-hom hung, and blew 
A signalj deep and dread as those 
The storm-fiend at his rİsing bloıvs, — 
Fnil w eli his Chieftains, svrom and trac 
Through life and death, that signal knew 
For ’t w as tir 5 appointed vvaming blast, 
Th’ alarm* to teh when hope was past* 
And the tremendous death-die e ast 1 
And tiıere, upoıı the mould’ring tow J r s 
Hath hung tîıis eea-horn raany an hom 
Ready to sound o*er lan d and sca 
That dirge-note of tüe bravo and frec 


They came — his Chieftains at the cali 
Came slowly rountj, and with them aU 
Alas, how few ! — the wom remains 
Of those who late o’er Kerraan’s plains 
Went gayly prancing to the clash 
Of Moorish zel and tymbalon, 

CatcMng new hope from every flash 
Of their long İane es in tlıe sun. 

And, as their courser’s clıarged the wînd* 
And the white ox4ails sfcream’d behind* 
Looking, as İf the eteeds they rode 
Were wing*d, and every Clıief a God! 
How faJPn, how al ter’d now J how w an 
Each scarrhl and faded visage shone 
As round the burnİng shrine they came ; — 
How deadly was the glare it enst, 

As mute they paused before the Üame 
To light their torehes as tlıey pass’d î 
T waa silence ali — the youth had plarndd 
The dutlea of his soldier-band; 

# 
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And each determioed brow declares 
His faithful Chieftains well know theiıs. 


But mlnutes spced — night gems the skies — 
And oh, how aoon, ye blessed eyes, 

That look from heaven, ye nmy behold 
Sights that will tum your star-fires cold İ 
Breatlıless with awe, impatience, hope, 

The maiden sees the vcteran group 
Her litter silently prepare, 

And Jay it at iıer trembling feet; — 

And no w tiıe youth, with gentie çare, 

Hath plaeed her in the shelteFd seat, 

And press'd her hand—that lingVing press 
Of bands, that for the last time sever; 

Of hearts, whoflö pulse of happiness, 

\Vİıen that hold breaka, is dead for ever» 
And yet to Jter this sad caresa 
Gİves hope —- so fondly hope can en i 
T T w as joy, she tlıought, joy’s mute excess — 
Tlıeir İıappy flight’s dear karbinger; 

T T was warmth — assurance — tendemess — 

7 T was aay thing but leavmg her* 


■«Haste, hasteF' she cried, “tlıe doıtds growdark 
But stili, ere niglıt, we 71 reach the bark; 

And by to-morTow ö dawn -—► oh bliss l 
With thee upon tiıe sun-brigîıt deep, 

Far off, £ 71 but remember tkis, 

As some dur^; vanishM dreşın of sleep ; 

And thou- * but ah! — be answers not — 1 

Good Heav*n! — and does she go aleme ? 

Siıe no w has reach’d that disraai spot, 

Where, some hours since, his voice’s tone 
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Had come to soothe her fears and İlla, 

Sweet as the angel IsraüPs, 

When eveıy leaf qh Eden’s tree 
Is trembling to his minstrelsy — 

Yet now — olı, now, he is not nigk — 

<* Hafed ! my Hafed I — if it be 
Thy will, thy doom thia night to die, 

Let me but stay to die with thee, 

And I will blese thy loved name, 

Tiİl the last lİfe-breath leaves this frametp 
Oh! let o ur lips, our chceks be laid 
But ncar each otJıer tvİiü e they fade ; 

Let us but mix our parting breatiıs. 

And I can die ten thottsand deaths 1 
Yon too> who hurry m e away 
So cmelly, one moment stay ■— 

Oh i stay — one moment is not muclı — 
He yet may come — for Hm 1 pray — 

Hafed i deat Hafed 1 ” — ali the w ay 
İn wild lamentings, t hat would touch 
A îıeart of stone, she shrick’d his name 
To the dark woods — no Hafed carae: — 

No—hapless paır—yon Ve look’d yonr last 
Your heajts slıould both have broken then: 
The dreanı is o’er — your doom is cast — 
Yon f Il ne ver mect on earth again 1 


Aİas for him, who hears her cries î 
Stili half-wüy down the st^ep he atanda, 
Watöiıing ıvİth fix’d and fe ver İslı ey§s 
The glimmcr of those burning branda, 
T hat down the roeks, w itli mournful ray, 
Light ali he loves on eartlı away! 
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Hopeless as they ıvhö, far at sea. 

Ey the eold moon have just eonsign’d 
Tlıe corse of one, loved tenderly, 

To the bleak flood they leave belıind \ 
And on tlıe deck stili linghing s tay, 

And long look back, w itli s ad delay, 

To watch the moonlight on the trave, 

T hat rîpples o*er that cheerleas grave. 


Rut see—he starta — ıvhafe lıeard he then ? 
Tlıat dreadful shout! — across the gJen 
Prom the land-sıcîe it comes, and loud 
Rings through tiıe chasm; as if the crowd 
Öf fbarful things, that haunt tlıat deli, 

Its Gholes and Dives and ahapes of hell, 

Had ali in one dread htnvl broke out, 

So loud, so terrible that shout! 

"They ceme— the Moslems eomeP*—he cnes, 
His proud soul raonnting to his ey es, — 

“ Now, Spirİts of the Brave, ıvho roara 
Enfranchised tîırough yon starry dome, 

Rejoİce — for souls of kindred fire 
Are on the wing to join your choir! u 
He sa îd — and, light as bddegroonıa bonnd 
To their young loves, reclimb’d the steep 
And gain’d tlıe Shrİne—his Chıefs stood round — 
Their sıvords, os*with instmctive leap, 

Together, at that cıy accursed, 

Had from their skeaths, like sunbeams, burs t 
And hark! —agaın — ağam it ringa; 

Near and tnore near its echoings 

Peal through the cbasm — oh! who that tîıen 

Had ecen those lisfnmg wan’iür-men, 
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WiÜı their swords grasp’d, their eyes of flatnö 
TurnM on their Chief—coulü doubt the shame, 
Th’ indignant shame with which they tlıriü 
To hear tîıase shouts, and yet stand stili ? 

He read tlıeir thoughta—tlıey were his own- 
« What! wlıile our arms can wield these bladc«% 
Slıall we dıe tamely P die alone ? 

Wîthout one victim to our shades, 

One Moslem hearfc, udıere, buried deep* 

The sabre from ita toil may slcep ? 

No — God of Iran’s burning skiea! 

Thou scom’st th* inglorious sacrifice* 

No — thouğh of ali earth’s hope bereft, 

Life, swords, and venge aııce stili ar e lefl 
We *11 make yon valley’s reoking caves 
Lİve in the awe-stmck minds of men, 

Tül tyranta shudder, when their slaves 
Teli of the Ghebefs bloody glen, 

FoUow brave hearts i — this pile remaina 
Our refuge stili from life and chains; 

But his the best, the bolleş t bed, 

Who sinks entomb’d in Moslem dead! 71 


Bown the precipitous rocks they spnmg, 
Whîle vigor, more than hmnıuı, strung 
Enek aım and heart—Tb? exulting foe 
Stili throtıgh the d ark delileş below, 

TrackM by his torches’ iurid fire, 

Wound slow, as tlırough Golconda’s vale 
The mıglıty serpent, in his ire, 

Glides on with glîtt’rmg, de adiy trail 


1 - _ -..— J 
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No terdi the Gkebera need — ao well 
T hey know each mysthy of the deli, 

So oft lıave, in their wanderings, 

Cross’d the wiM race that round the m chvclL 
The very tigera fronı their delves 
Look out > and let theııı pass, as things 
Untamed and fearless Iıke themselves 1 

Phere w as a deep ravine, that lay 
Yet dar kling m the Moslerrfs way ; 

Fit spot to make invaders rue 
The many falTn hefore the fen\ 

The torrents from that mormng T s sky 
Had filPd the narrow chasm breast-high, 

And on eaeh side, aloft and wild, 

Huge fcUSs «and toppling crags were püed,— 
The gnards with which yoırng Freedom lines 
The pathways to her mountam-shrmes. 

Here, at this pass, the scanty band 
Of Iran’s last avengers stand; 

Here wait, İn silence like the dead, 

And listen for the Moslem’s tread 
So anxiousIy, the carrion-bird 
Above the m flaps his wing unh eard 1 

Tiıey come — that plunge into the water 
Gives signa] for the work of slatıghter. 

No w, Glıebere, no w — if e*er yoıır blades 
Had point or prowess, provo thenı noıv — 

Woe to the file that foremost wades! 

They come — a falchion greets eaeh brov 
And, as tiıey tıımhle, trunk on trunk, 

Beneath the gory waters sunk, 

JG* 
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Stili o’er their drownbıg bodies presa 
New victims quick and numberleas; 

T ili scarcc an arm in Hafed’s band, 

So Herce their toil, hath power to stir, 

Eut listîcss frora each crİmson haud 

Tlıe sword hangs, cloggM with maBaaere. 
Never was hortle of tyranta met 
With bloodier welcome — never yet 
To patriot vengeance hath the sword 
More terrible libatİons pour’d! 

AH up tîıe dreary, Jong ravine, 

By the red, murky ghmmer seen 
Of ha!f-qııenchM branda, that o’er the flood 
Lie seatterM round and hum in blood* 

What rain glares î what carnage ewims! 
Heada, bla^ing turbana, ^uiv’ring limbs, 

Lost s w orda that, droppM from many a han d, 
İn that thick pool of slaughter stand; — 
Wretchea who wading, half on fire 
From the toss’d brands that round them fly, 
*Twixt fioou and flame in shıieks expire ; — 
And some who, grasp’d by tJıoae that die, 
Sinle woundles3 with them, emotherkl o^er 
In their dead brethrens gushıng gere î 


But vainly htmdreds, thousanda bieed, 

Stili lıımdreda, thonsands more succeed; 
Countîess aa tow , rds eome flame at night 
Tlıe North’s dark inseets wing their flight, 
And quench ot perish in ita light, 

To tlıis terrific spot they pouT — 

Till, brıdged mth Moalem bodies o*er. 
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It bears alofl their slipp’ry tread, 

And o’er the dying and the dead, 

Treınendoııs causeway! on they poss. —* 

TJıen, hapless Glıebers, then, al as, 

What hop e waa left for you ? for yon, 

Whose yet w&raı pile of sacrifice 
İs smokin g in their vengeful ey es j — 

Whose swords lıow keen, how derce they knew. 
And bura with shame to find kow few P 


CrushM down by that vast multıtude, 

Sonıe foıınd their graves where fîrst they stood; 
While seme with hardier struggle died, 

And stili foaght on by Hafed J s side, 

Who } frontûıg to the foe, trod back 
Tow’rds the lıigh toıvers his gory traclt; 

And, as a l'ıon swept away 
By sudden svvell of Jordan’s pride 
From the vrild covert where he lay, 

Long battl e a with th’ o’envhelming tide, 

Sö fought he back with fierce delay, 

And kept bolh foes and fate at bay. 

But whither now P their track is Jost, 

Their prey escaped —guide, torciıes göne *•« 
By torrent beds and labyrinths cross f d, 

The scatter’d c ro wd rıısh hhndly on— 

“ Curse on those tardy lights that wind” 

They panting cry, H so far behınd; 

Oh for a bloodhound’s precious scent, 

To track tlıe way the Glıeber went i w 

Vain w ıslı — confhsedly along 

They rush, more desp’rate as mors wrong 
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TilI, wildeı*d b y the far-off lights, 

Yet glitfring up tlıose gloomy heightSj 
Their footing, mazed and lost, they missj 
And down the darkling precipice 
Ar e dash’d into the deep abysa ; 

Ör midway lıang, impaled on rocke, 

A banquet, yet ali ve, for flocks 
Of rav’ning vultures, — whîle the deli 
Re-echoes witk eaclı horrid yeli 

Tbose sounds — the last, to vengeance dear, 
That e ? er shalj ring 1 in HafecTs ear, — 

Now readf d hini, as aloft, alone, 

Upon the steep way breatbieea thrown J 
He lay beside his reeking blade, 

Resigned, as if life’s task were o*er, 

İts last blood-offering araply paid, 

And Iraıfs self could clainı no mor e* 

One oıdy thouglıt, one ling*ring beam 
No w broke across his dizzy dream 
Of pain and weariness— \ wa s slıe, 

His lıearfs püre planet, shining yet 
Ab o ve tbe waste of m emory, 

When ali life’s other lights were set 
And never to his m in d be for e 
Her image such enchantnıent wore, 

It seem’d as if eaclı thought that stain’d, 
Each fear that chilfd their loves was paat, 
And not one clond of earth remaiıfd 
Bebveen hini and her radiance east 
As if to dıaıtfls, before so brıght, H 

New grace from other worlds was giv’n, 
And his soul saw her by the light 
Now breaking o*er itself from heav’n! 
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A voice Bpoke near Mm —’tıvas the tone 
Of a loved friend, tke only om 
Of ali Ms Tvarriors, left with life 
From that short nightV tremendous strife.— 

“ And must we then, my Chief, die here P 
Foça round us, and tlıe Shrinc so near I ” 

These words lıave ronsed tlıe last remainâ 
Of life wîthîn hım — H What 1 not yet 
E ey on d tlıe reach of Mosletn clıaina! M 

The thought could make ev’n Death forget 
His icy bondage —- with a boıınd 
He springs, ali bJeeding, from the ground, 

And gmspa lıis comrade’s ar m, no w grown 
Ev'a feeblcr, heavier than his owr\ f 
And up the paînfııl pathway leada, 

Death gaining on each step he treads* 

Speed tlıem, tlıou God, who heardst their vow 1 
Tlıey ınount—they bleed—oh save them now - 
The crags are red they Ve clamber'd o’er, 

The rock-weed *s dnpping with their göre j * 
rhy blade too, Hafed, false at length, 

Now breaks beneath thy tottVing strength! 
Haste, haste — the voices of the Foe 
Come near and nearer from below — 

One effbrt rnore — thank Heftv’n ! \ is past, 

TJıey Ve gain ? d tlıe topmost steep at last 
And noıv they touch the teınple’s walls 3 
Now Hafed sees tlıe Fire divine — 

When, lo 1 — his weak 3 wom comrade faiîs 
Dead on tlıe threshold of the Shrine. 

14 Alas, bravo soul, too quıckly fled l 
And must I leave tiıee with’ring here, 

The aport of every ruffianV tread, 

The mark for every cowardV spear ? 

* 
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No, by yon altar’s sacred boama i w 
He cries, and, with a strength that secma 
Not of tlıis world, uplifts the frame 
Of the falfn Clıief, and toVrds tlıe flame 
Bears ilim along î — wıth dcalh-damp hani 
Tlıe corpse ııpon the pyre he laya, 

Then liglıts the consecrated brand. 

And üres the pile, whose sudden blaze 
Like lightning bursta o’er Omaıfs Sea, — 
* No w, Freedonfs God! î come to Thee” 
The youth exclainıs, and with a smile 
Of triumph vaultîng on the pile, 

İn tkat last effort, ere the fires 

Have harmM one glorious limb, expires! 


W hat shriek waş that on Oman’a tide ? 

Tt came from yonder drifting bark, 

That juet hath cauglıt upoıı her side 
The death-light— and again is drak. 

It is the boat — alı, why delay’d ? — 

That bears the wretched Moslem maid \ 
Confided to the watchful çare 

Of a small veteran band, witlı whom 
Their gen*Tam CMeflain would not share 
The secret of his final doom, 

But hoped when Hînda, safe and free, 

Wns render*d to her father’s ey es, 

Their pardon, full and pronıpt, would be 
The ransora of bo dear a prize. — 
Unconscious, thus, of Hafed’s fate, 

And proud to guard their beauteous frelght* 
Scarce had they clearM the' surfy waves 
That foam around tlıose frightful caves* 
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When the cinse d war-wtıoops, kn4wnso nell, 
Came echoing from the distant deli — 

Sudden each oar, upheld aııd stili, 

Hung dripping o r er the vesseFs side 
A.mİ, driving at the cıırrent’s will, 

They rock'd along the whisp s rıng tide ı 
Wlıile every eye, in mute dismay, 

Was tow'rd that fatal mountain turn’d, 
WIıere the dim altar’s ^uiv’ring ray 
As yet ali loııe and tronquil bumU 


Oh! ’t is not, Hind% in the pow 7 r 
Of Fancy’s most tercihe tonch 
To paint thy panga in tlıat dıead hour— 

Thy eilent agony — 5 t was sııch 
As tîıose ıvho feel could paint too w eli , 

But nene e’er felt and lived to teli! 

T was not alone the dreary State 
Of a lorn spirıt, crushM by fate, 

When, thoogh no more remains to dread, 

The pamc chıll wİll not depart ; — 

When, though the inmate Hope be dend. 

Her glıost stili haunts the inouid’rİng heart; 
No — pleasures, hopes, afectîons göne, 

The wretch may bear, and yet iive on, 

Like things, withın the cold rock foımd 
Ali ve, when ali 7 s congeaFd around* 

But there ’s a blank repose İn this, 

A calm stagnation, that were bllss 
To the keen, burning, harrowing pain, 

Now felt through ali thy breast and brain 
That apaşın of tenor, mute, intense, 

That breatîıless, agonised suspense, 
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Prorn whose hot throb, whose deadly aching, 
The heart hatlı no re!i$f but bıeaking! 

v 

Calm ıs the wave — heav’n’s brılliant lights 
Reflected dance beneath the prow; 

Time was when, on suctı loveiy nights, 

She who is tlıere, so desolate no w, 

Could sit ali cheerful, though nlone, 

And ask no happier joy than aeeing 
Th:*t starlight o’er the waters thrown — 

Nr joy but that, to make her blest, 

And the fresh, buoyant sense of Being, 
Whiclı bounds in yoııth’s yet careless breust, 
Itself a star, not bomnving light. 

Bat in its own glad essence bright 
Ho w different mw ! — but, hark, again 
Tlie yeli of havoc ringa — bravo men! 

In vain, with beating hearts, ye stand 
On the bark’s edge — in vain each hand 
Half draws the falchion from its sheath; 

AİPs o’er — in mst your blades may lıe: — 
He, at whose word they 5 ve scatterid death, 
Ev’n now, this niglıt, Mmself must die i 
Well may ye look to yon dim toıver, 

And ask, and trond’ring gııcss wbat nıeana 
The battle-cry at this dead hour ~ 

Ah! she could teli yon — she, who leans 
Unheeded there, pale sunk, aghast, 

With brow agaınst the dew-eold mastj — 

Too well she knows—her moıe than life, 
Her souVs fîrst idol and its last, 

Lies bleeding in tlıat mtırdVous strife. 

But see —what meves upon the height 3 
Some signal î — ’t ia a toreh’s light 
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What t^ode» its solhary gUte ? 
la gaspı ng sıience toiı'bd |hc Şiirine 
AH ey es are tunfd—‘tlune, Kinda, thııw 
Fix their last fading lİfe-beanas thare. 

’T was but a moment— fierce and hlgh 
Tin dcath-pile blazed înto the eky, 

Ar J far away, o’er rock and fbod 
its melancboly radiance sent; 

W aile Ilafed, like a Tİsion stood 
R^veal’d before the burning pyre, 

Tıll, shadowy, like a Spirit of Fire 
Shrined in its own grand element l 
u T is he ! ” — the shutkTring maıd esclaiıııa. 

But* iv hile s he speaks, îıe % seen no more; 
İliglı burst in nir the funeral flames, 

And İran’a Iıopes aııd hers are o’er! 

One wıld* keart-b roketi shriek she gave; 

T ben sprung, as if to reach that blazCj 
Where stili she fix s d her dying gaze, 

And, gasing, annk into the wave, — 

Deep, deep, — where never çare or pahı 
S hail reach her innocent heart agmnl 


Fare w eli — fareweü to thee, Araby’s daughter' 

(Thus warbled a Feri beneath the dark sea,) 

No pearl ever lay, ırnder Oman’s green water, 

Mor e pnre in its shell than thy Spirit in thee. 

Oh 1 fair as the sea-flower elose to thee groıving, 

IIow light was thy heart till Love’s witchery came, 
Dike tlıe ıvind of the souüı o*er a summer Inte blowing 

And hush’d ali its music, and wither , d ita frame i 
17 
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Bat long, upon Araby’s green sunny higlûanda, 

Shall mftids and theix v lovers remember the doom 
Of her who lies sleeping among the Peaıl lalanda j 
With naught but the sea-star to light up her tomb 

And etili, when the merry date-seaBon is burmngv 
And caîls to the palm-groves the young and tle old* 
The Iıappiest there, from their paetime retnmbg 
At sunset, wül weep when thy story is tolcL 

The young yjllags-maidj when with flow , rs she d^e&ses 
iler d ark flowing hair for some festival day, 

Will tJıiıık of thy fate till ? neglecting her tressesj 
She moıırnfuUy tums from the miıror away. 

Nor shall Iran, beloveâ of her Hero 1 forget thee — 
Tlıough tyranta vrateh över her tears as they start^ 
Glose, elose by the side of that Hero she ’ll set thee, 
Embalm’d in the imıermost ehline of her heart 

Farewell — be it oıırs to embellish thy pillow 

With ev’ıy thing beautcous that grows in the deep | 
Eaoh fîoVr of the rock and eaeh gem of the bıllow 
Shall svvceten thy hed and ülumine thy sleep. 

Around thee shall gHsten the loveliest amber 
That ever the sorrowing sea-bird has wept; 

VVith many a shell, in whose hoUow-wreatlfd chambeı; 
We, Paris of Ocean, hy moonliglıt have slept* 

W e *11 dive where the gardens of coral lie darkling f 
And plant ali the rosiest stems at thy ke&d; 

W e T seek where the sands of tlıe Caspian are sparkling 
And gatlıer their gol d to strevr över thy bed. 
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Farewell — faıeweH — tmtil Pity's aweet fbuntaira 
Is loat in the hearts of the fqir and the bravo, 
They’ll weep for the Chieftam who died on that 
mountainj 

Thoy’Ü weep for the. Muitten who sleeps in İhla 

wave 
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The singular placidİty wlth which Fadİadeen had 
] istençti, dming the latter part of tiıis obnosions story, 
Btırprised the Princesa and Fcramorz cscecdingly \ and 
even inclined towards Jıİm the heaıts of those unsnspı- 
cious yoUBcr persona, ıvho 1 itti e knGw tiıe source of a 
coraplacency s o marvellüus. Tiıe truth was, he had 
been orgauizing, for the last few days, a most notable 
plan of persecuüon agaznst the poet, in conseq ııence 
of sonıe passages that had fail en from hiın on the sec- 
ond evernng of recital,—wlıich appeared tothis worthy 
Chamberlain to contain langtıage and principles, for 
ivhİch nothing short of the summary eriticim of tiıe 
Chabuk would be advisable. ît w as his intentİon, 
therefore, imınediatcly on their arrıval at Gaslime re, to 
give Information to the King of Buehnria of the very 
dangerous senümenta of hia minstrel; and if, unfor- 
tıınately, that monarch did not act ™ith suitable v'gor 
on tiıe occasion, (that is, if he did not give the Chabuk 
to Feramorz, and a plan e to Fadİadeen,) the re woukl be 
an en d, he feared, of ali legitimate govemment in 
Bııclıarisu He couM not help, lıoıvever, auguring better 
both for himself and tiıe cause of potentates in gen¬ 
eral ; and it was the pleasnre arising from theao 
mingled anticipations that diifüsed auch unnsua] sat- 
îsfaction throngh his fentures, and made his ey e s shine 
out Hke poppicB of the desert över the wide and lifeless 
wildemes8 of that countenance. 

Having decided upon the Poetis chastisment in tine 
manner, he thooght it but humanity to spare him the 
minör tortures of eritici sm, Accordingly, when they 
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nasernb ed the following evening m the pavilıon, and 
Lalla Rookh was especting to see ali the beauties of 
her bar ti melt away, one by one, in the acidity of crit- 
icisra, îihe pearls in the cup of the Egyptian tpıeen, - 
he agroeably disappointed her, by merely saying, witiı 
an ironical emile, that the meritâ of suclı a poeın 
deaerved to be tried at a much higher tribumd j and 
then suddenly pasaed off into a panegyric upon ali 
Mussulman eovereignSj roore partıcularly his august 
and Imperial minder, Atınıngzebe, —the wisest and 
best of the descendants of Timur—wlıo, among oîher 
great things he had done for mankind, had given t,o 
hım, Fadladeen, the veıy profrtable poste of Betel- 
carrier, and Taster of Sherbets to the Emperor, Chîef 
Holder of the Girdle of BeautiM Forms, and Grand 
Nazır, or Chamberlain of the Haram- 
Tlıey ürere now not far from tlıat Forbidden River, 
beyond \vhich no püre Hiııdoo can pasa; and w ere 
reposing for atime in the riclı valley of Hussun Abdaul, 
w]ıicb had nlways been a favorite restin g-plac e of tiıe 
Emperors in their annual nrigration to Cashmere* Hem 
often had the Ligkt of the Faitlı, Jehan-Guire, been 
known to wander with his beloved and bçauüful Nour- 
mahal; and here would Lalla Rookh ha ve been happy 
to remain forcver, giving up the throne of Bucharia and 
the world, for Feramorz and love in this aweet lonely 
valley- But the time was now fast approaching rvlıen 
ebe must see hım no lenger,—or, what was stili ir örse, 
behold him with eyes whose every look belonged to 
another; and there was a melaneholy preciousness in 
tiıese last momente, which made her heart cling to 
tlıem as it ıvould to life- During the latter part of the 
joumey, indeed, ehe had snnk into a deep sadness* 
from which nothing but tiıe presence of the young 
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mînstrel could awake her, Like those lamps in tombs* 
vrhıch only light ııp when the air is admitfed, it w as 
only at his approach that her eye becamc Gmiling and 
animatedl But here, in tîıis dear valley, every moment 
appeared an age of pleasure j she saw Mm ali day, and 
was, therefore, ali day happy,— resembling, she oflöiı 
tnoııglıt, that people of Zınge, who attribute the 
unfading cheerfulnese they enjoy to ene geni al atar 
tlıat rîses nightly över their heads. 

The whole party, indeed, seemed in their liveliest 
nıood during the few days they passed in this dciîghtfiıl 
Golİtude. The young atfcendants of the Princess, who 
were lıere aIİowed a m açlı freer range than they could 
safely be iııdulged with in a less sequestered place, 
ran wild among the g&rdeııs and botmded throîiglı the 
meadows lightly as young roes över the aromutic plains 
of Tibet While Fadladeen, in addition to the spiritual 
comfort derived by him from a pilgrimage to the tomb 
of the saint from vvlıom the valley is named, had also 
opportımitıes of indulgipg, in a small way, his tasta fol 
viciims, by putting to death some hnndreds of tlıose 
unfortunate little lizards, whiclı ali pıous Mussulmana 
make it a point to İdil; — taldng for grantcd, that tim 
mamner in which tlıe creature hangs itB head is meanl 
as a mimicry of the attitude in which the Faithful say 
their prayers. 

About two mîles from Husstın Abdaul were tlıose 
Royal Gar den s, \vlnch had grown beautiful un der tlıe 
çare of so many lovely ey es, and were beautiful etili 
thouglı those ey es could see them no longer* T his 
place, wîth its flowers and its lıoly silence, intcrrupted 
only by the dipping of the wings of birds in ita marble 
basıns fille d with the püre water of tlıose hills, wâs to 
Laik Rookh ali that her heart could fancy of fragraııce, 
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E oo acss, and almosl heavenly tranquility. As the 
Propbet said of Damascus, “it was too delieious;” — 
and here, in listening to the sweet voice of Feramorz, 
or reading in his ey es what yet he ne ver dared to le_± 
]ıer, the most exquisite momente of her who!e life were 
passed* One evening, wlıen tlıey had been talking of 
the Sultana Nourmahal, the Ligbt of the Haram, who 
had sû oflen wandered among these flowers, and fed 
with her own hands, in those nıarbîe basins, the sınai! 
shining fishes of wlıich she was so fond } tlıe youtlı } in 
order to delay tlıe moment of separation, proposed to 
recite a short story, or rather rhapsody, of whick this 
adored Saltana wûs the hemine. it rehted, he said, to 
the reconciliation of a şort of lovers’ quarrel which 
took place bet^een her and the Emperor durîng a 
Feast of Eoses at Casîımere ; and would retnind the 
Prİncess of that diffcrence between Haroun-al-Raschid 
and his faır mistress M ar i da, which was so happily 
made up by the soft strams of the musician, Mousaali. 
As the story was chiefly to be toid in song, and Fera- 
mor^ had unluekily forgotten his ovm lute in the valley, 
he honowed the vina of Lalla Rookh’s Peraİan slave, 
and thus began- — 
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W ııo has not heard of the Vale of Gashmere, 

W itli its roses the brightest that earth ever gave, 
te tomples, and grottoes, and fountaiııs as clear 
As the love-lighted eyes that hang över Üıoir wave ? 


Oh! to see it at sunset, — wlıen warm o’er the Lake 
its splendor at parting a sumrner eve fchrmve, 

Like a hride, fiili of blııshes, when Hng’ring to take 
A laat Jook ût her mirror at night ere she goes 1 — 
Wiıeu the slırines through the foliage are gleaıniog 
half shovn, 

And each halta wa the hour by seme rıtes of its owel 
H ere the music of pray’r from a minare t swellsj 
Here the Magian his ura, fail of perfume, is swiııgiııg> 
And here, at the altar, a sone of sweet helis 

Round the waist of some fair indimi dancer is ringing. 
Ör to see it by moonlight, — wlıen melloTvly shines 
Tiıo light o*er its palaces, gardens, and slırines ; 

When tlıe waîer-faUs gleam, like a quıck fail of atam, 
And tlı e "mghtingal e’s hymn from the isle of Ghenars 
Is broken by lauglıs and light echpes of feet 
From tlıe cool, slıining ıvalks where the young pecpla 
meet* — 

Or at mom, when the nrngic of daylight avvakes 
A ne w wonder e adı mimi te, as slowly it breaks, 

Hills, cupolas, fountaînsj calTd forth cvery one 
Out of darkness, as if but just bora of the Sun. 

When the Spiril of Fragrance is up w itli the day, 
From his Haram of night-flowers stealing away; 
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And the wind, fulî of wantonııegs, wooa İike a iover 
The yoııng nspon-trees,, till they trcmble ali över. 

W ben the Eaat is as warm 03 the light of fi rat hopca, 
And Dajj wİth Ma hançer of radiance ımfurFd, 
Shinea in through the mountaînoos partal that opes. 
Süblİme, from th&t Vailey of bliss to the ıvorkl f 


But never yet, by nigkt or day, 

In de\v of spring or summer’s ray, 

Did the sweet Vaüey sbine so gay 
As now it shinea — ali love and light, 
Visions by day and feosts by night l 
A happier smîJe ÜMmes each brow, 

With quieker spread each heart uncloses, 
And a]l ia ecstaoy, — for now 
The Valtey bolda its Feast of Roses; 
The joyoııs time, ıvhen pleasurea poıır 
Profuscly round andj in their ehower, 

Hearts öpen, İike the Season’s Rose, — 
The fİosvhet of a lıunûred leaves, 
Expanding while the dew-fıül ilovra, 

And every leaf ita baîm receives. 


T ıvns when the Jıour of evening came 
Upon the Lake, Berene and cool, 
VVTıen Day had hid his sultry rfame 
Behind Üıe pabhs of Barumoale, 
When maids began to lifi their heads, 
Refreslfd from their embroiderM beds, 
Where tkey had slept the sun away 
And waked to moonlight and to plav* 
Ali Tvere abroad — Üıe busiest tııve 
On Rela’s hills ia less ali ve, 
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Wlıen safFron-beda are fail in düTv’r, 

Tlmn İooM the Valley in that houı. 

A thousand restless torchea playM 
Tİıroııgh every grovo and island shade; 

A thousand sparkhng lamps wcrc set 
On every dome and m in ar e t; 

And fîelds and patlnvays, far and ncar, 
Were lighted by a blaze so clear, 

That you could see 3 in wamrring round, 
The smallest rose-İeaf on the gronnd. 

Yet did the marda and matrons İcara 
TJıeir veils at home, that brilliant eve; 

And tJıere were glaneing eycs akont. 

And cheehSj that wouJd not dare s hine ont 
in öpen day, but thouglıt they miglıt 
Look loyely therı, be cansa h was night 
And ali w as free, and wandering, 

And ali esclaim’d to ali they met, 

That never did the snmmer bring 
So gay a Feast of Eoses yet; 

Tho moon had never shed a light 
So clear as that which bless’d tlıe m thero \ 
The roses ne*er shone half so briglıt, 

Nor they themselvos İook’d half so fair. 

And what a ^vilderness of flowVs! 

It seem’d as though from aj] the bow T rs 
And fairest fields of ali the year, 

The mingled spoil were scatterM here. 

The Lake, too, like a gardan breathee, 

With the rich buds that o’er it lie, — 

As if a shower of faiıy Tvreaths 
Had falFn upon it from the esky 1 
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And thett the eounds of joy,— the beat 
Of tabors and of danemg feet; — 

The minaret-crier*s cjıant of glee 
Sung from his îighted galleıy, 

And answer J d by a. jciraleet 
From neighboring Haram, wiid and 
The merry laughter, echoing 
From gardens, where the silken swing 
W afla som e delighted girl abovo 
The top leaves of the orange-grove; 

Ör, from tlıose infant groups at play 
Anıong the tents that 1in e the way, 

Flinging-, ımawed by slave or mother, 

Handfuls of roses at each othen — 

Then, the sounds from the Lake, —* the low vrhispVİJig 
in boats, 

As they shoot throııgh the moonlight; — the dipping 
of oars, 

And the wild, airy wurbling that ev 1 rywherc fîoats, 
Tbrough the groves, round the islands, as if ali the 
ehores, 

Like those of Kathay, uttcrd musre, and gave 
An answer in song te the kiss of emeli wave. 

But the gentlest of ali are these sounds, Mİ of feeling, 
That sofi from the lute of some îover are stealing,— 
Some Îover, who knows ali the heart-touching power 
Of a lute and a sigh in tkis magical hour. 

Öh! best of detights as it ev’ryvrhere is 
Tc be near the loved One, — what a raptore is hîa 
Wlıo in moonlight and musİc thus s^eetly may glide 
O’er the Lake of Cashmere, w itli timt öne by his side 
If woman can make the worst wildemess dear, 

Think, thinle w hat a Heav’n she muat make of Cashmere, 
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Bo felt the raagnifıcent Son of Acbar, 

When from pow 5 r and pomp and the trophies of w ar 
He flcw to that Vali ey, forgetting tlıeın ali 
With the Light of the Haram, his young NoıırmahaL 
When free and uncrown , d aa the Conqueror roved 
By the banka of that lake, with his only beloved. 

He s a w, in the ıvreatlıs she wouM pîayfully snatc-h 
From the hedges, a glory his crovım could not match 3 
And preferr’d İn Iıis hearfc the least rmglet that curPd 
Doıvn her exquisite neçk to the thronc of the worlû. 

There ’s a beaaty, for ever tmehangingly bright, 

Like the long, sunny İapse of a eummer-day’s liglıt, 
Shining on, shining on, by no shadow made tender, 

T İH Love falls asleep in its sameuess of spleııdor* 

This ttm not the beauty — oh, nothîng like this, 

That to young Nourmahal gave Euch magic of blias ! 
But tlıe loveliness, ever in motıon, whicl> plays 
Like tlıe light upon autum ne sofi shadowy d ay s, 

Now here and no w there, giving warmth as it fües 
From tlıe lip to the cheek, from the eheek to the eyea 
No\v meltîng in m İst and now breakıng in gleams, 

Like tbo glımpses a saint hathof Heav*nin his dream^ 
When pensi ve, it seem’d as if that very gmce, 

That chsrra of ali otlıers, was born with her face 1 
And wh,etı angry, — for ev’a in the tranquillest climoa 
Light breezes will ruffle the blossonıs somctimes — 
The short, passing anger but seem’d to awaken 
' New beauty, like Aowts that are sweetest Tvhen shaken. 
If tendemess touch’d her, the dark of her ey a 
At ence took a darker, a lıeav’nlier dye, 

From the depth of whose shadow, like holy revcalings 
From innermost şiirine s, came the light of her fcelings 
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Then her mirtlı—oh! sportive üs ever toofc win g 

From the heart ıvith a burst, like the wild birci in 
öpring; 

rilumed b y a wıt that ıvould fascinate sageSj 
Yet playful as Feris just looscd from their cages. 

While her laugh, full of life, vvithout any control 
Bnt the sweet one of graceftılness, rung from her soul, 

And where it most sparlded no glance could discover, 

In lip, cheekj or eyc, for she brighten’d ali över, — 

Like any fair lake that tlıe bre eze is upon, 

VYhen it breaks iuto dimples and laugbs in the sun* 

S udi, endi were tlıe peerkss enehantments, that gave 
Nourmahal the proud Lord of the Kast for her slave: 

And though brîght was his Haram, — a liv'mg partorro 
Of fîowhs of this planet—though treasures were there, 

For ıvhiclı SoIİraanfo self might have gîv’n ali the s töre 
That tlıe navy from Ophir der ırhıg'd to his slıore, 

Yet dirıı before ?ter were the smücs of thern ali. 

And the Inght of his Harem was young Nourmahal î 

But where is elıe iiotv, this night of joy 3 
Wlıen bliss is every heart’s employ? — 

When ali around her is so bright, 

So like the visions of a trancej 

That one might tbink, wJıo emne by ehanet» 

Into the vale this happy nightj 
He saw that City of Delight 
In Fairy-Iand, whose streets and to^rs 
Are made of geme, and lîghtj and flovr’rs! 

Where is the loved Sultana ? where, 

When mirth brings out the young and fair 
Does she, the fairest, bide her bro'iv, 

In melancholy stillness now ? 
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Aka 1 — how lighfc a cauae may move 
Dissension between hearts that love l 
Heorts that the ıvorld in vahi iıad tried, 

And sorrow bat more closely tied \ 

That stood the storm, when waves were rough, 
Yet in a sunny hour fail o% 

Like elıips that have göne down at sen, 

When heaven av as ali tranquillıty i 
A something, light as air — a look, 

A word unkind or wrongly tak en — 

Oh î love, that tempests never ehook, 

A brenth, a touch like this hath simken. 

A nd ra der ıvords will soon msh in 
To spread tlıe breach that words begin; 

And ey es forget the gentle ray 
They wore in eourtship’s srailing day; 

And voices lose the tone that ehed 
A tendemess round ali tiıey said j 
T ili fast decliningj on e by one, 

The swectııesses of love aıe göne, 

And hearts, so lately mingled, seem 
Like broken clouds, — or like the stream, 

That smiling left the mountain’s brow 
As though ifcs waters ne’er coııld sever, 

Yet, ere it reach the pîain below, 

Breaks into floods, that part for ever 


Oh, you, that have the charge of Love, 
Keep him in roay bondage bound, 

As în the Fields of Blisa above 
He sits 3 ıvittı fîow*rets fetterM rotınd j 
Loose not a tie that round him çlinga. 
Nor ever let hiın use Iıia wings j 
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For ev’n art hotır, a mimıte’a fhght 
W ili roh the plumes of balf their light 
Lİke tlıat celestial bird,—whose ncst 
la foımrî beneath far Eastem ski es, — 

Whose wings, thouglı radiant when at rest, 

Los e ali Üıeİr glory wben he^ flles l 

Sorne difTrence, of this dang’rous kınd, — 

By whicb, though light tbe links that bind 
The fondest Iıearts may soon be riv’n; 

Some shadtnv in Love’s summer heavhij 
Wbieh, though a feecy speck at fire t, 

May yet in awfhl tJıundor burs t; — 

Stıclı cloarî it is, that nem hangs över 
Tbe be art of tbe I irip eri al Lover, 

And far bath banish’d from bis sight 
His Nounnahal, his Harami Light! 
ilence is it, on tbis happy night 
When Fleasure through the fields and groves 
Has let loose ali her world of loves, 

And every henrt has found ita own, 

He wandersj joyless and alone, 

Aml ıveury as tlıat bird of Thrace, 

Wbose pinion knows no resting-pîace. 

In vain the loveJiest cheeks and eyes 
Tbis Eden of the Earth supplies 
Come croTvdmg round — tbe cheeks nre pala, 

The eyes are dim: —■ though rich the spot 
With every fîo^vh- this earth has got, 

What is it to tlıe nightingale, 

If tbere his darîing rose is not ? 
in vain the Valley’s srcıiling tiııong 
Worshıp İnin, as he moves along j 
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He heeds tlıe m not — one smıle of lıors 
Is worth a world of worshippers. 

They but the Star’s adorera aro, 

Shc is the Heav’n that ligbts thc SLarl 

Hence is it, too, that NourmahaJ, 

Amid the luxurîes of this hol ir 
Far from thc joyous festival, 

Sits in her own seqtıester 3 rî bovvV, 
With no one near, to sooth or aid, 

Btıt that inspîred and woudrous maid, 
Namouna, the Enchantress; — one, 

0 J er whom his race tlıe golden sun 
For unremembord years has mn, 

Yet ne ver saw her blooming brow 
Younger or fairer than ? t is no w. 

Nay, r-ather, —- as the west wind*s sigh 
Freshens the floVr it passes by, — 
Time’s vnng but seem’d, in steuling o*er, 
To leave her lovelier than before* 

Yet on her smües a sadness hung. 

And when, as o% shc spoke or sung 
Of other worlds, the re canı e a hght 
Frene her dark ey es s o strangely brigîıt, 
That ali beli eve d noı* man nor earth 
Were conscious of Namouna’s bîrtlı I 

Ali spclls and talisin an s s he knew, 

From the great Mantra, which around 
The Air’s snblimer Spirits drew, 

To the gold gems of Afric, hounc 
Upon thc ttand’ring Arub’s nrm, 

To keep hım from tlıe Sİltim’s hurra 
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Atî d ahe lıad pledged her powerful art, — 

Pledged it with ali the zeal and heart 
Of one who İme w, though high her sphere, 

What ’t vvas to lose a love so dcar, — 

To fınd sorae spell that should recall 
Her Selim 1 s emile to Nourmahal! 

*T ıças midnight—througlı the İattice, wreath f d 
WiÜı woodbine, many a perfmne breathed 
From plants that wake when others sleep, 

Frorn timi d jasmine buds, that keep 
Their odor to themselves aîl dav, 

But, when the sımlight dies away, 

Lefc the delicious searet out 
To every bre eze that roaras ab out ;*■— 

When thus Namomıa; — w S T is the lıour 
That seatters spells on herb and flow T r 3 
And garlands might be gathePd no w, 

That, twiııetl around the sleeper’s brow, 

Would moke him dream of such delights, 

Such miracloa ân d dazzling sights, 

As Genii of the Sun behold, 

At eveuîng, from their tents of gold 
Upon tlü lıorizon—where tîıey play 
Tül tvvilight comes, and, ray by ray, 

Their sıuıny mansions melt away* 

N ow t too, a chaplet might be ıvreatlüd 
Of bııds (fer vvhich the ınoon has breathed, 

Whİch worrt by her, whose love has stray’d, 

Miglıt bring sorne Peri from the akies, 

Some sprite, whose very soul is made 
Of £ow 3 rets 7 breatha and lovers 1 sighb 

And who might teli- 11 
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ü For me, far me," 
Cried Nounnahal impatientlyj — 
u Oh! twive that wreath for me to-night* 
TJıen, rapidly, with foot as light 
As the yoııng rausk-roe’Sj aut slıe flew 5 
To cull each shining leaf that grenr 
Beneath the nıoonlighfs hallondrıg beamSj 
For tîıis enchonted Wreİth of Dreams. 
Anemones and Seos of Gold 3 m 

And new-hIoTvn lilies of the river, 

And those eıveet flowVets, tiıat unfold 
Their buda on Camadeva’s quİver j ■— 
The tube-rose, with her sılv’ry light, 

That in the Gardens of Malay 
la calfd the Mistreas of the Niglıt, 

S o like a bride, acente d and bright, 

She comes out when the sun’s away ; — 
Amaranths, such as crown the maıda 
That wander through Zamar&’s ahades ; — 
And the while moon-floiv’r, as it shows, 
Ön Serendib’s high crage, to those 
Who near the isle at evening saîl, 
Scenting her clove-trees in tiıe gale ; 

In akort* ali Öow , rets and a]l plants, 

From the rîiviue Anırita tree, 

That blesses heaveıfs inhabitants 
With fruite of immortaîity, 
l>own to the basıl tuft ? that waves, 

Its fragrant blossom över graves s 
And to the humble rosemary, 

Whose swedts so tharddessly nre she d 
To scent tlıe desert and the dead: —- 
Ali in that gorden bloom, and ali 
Are gather’d by yonng Nourmalıah 
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Wlıo heaps her basket with the floVrs 
And leaves, till they can hold no more; 
Then to Namoıına fües, and show’rs 
Upon her lap the shining store. 

With what delight th 1 Endıantress viewa 
So rnany buda, batfıed with the dcws 
And beams of tîıat bless’d honr! — her glance 
Spoke gomething, past ali mortal pleasures, 
As, in a kinci of lıoly Erimce, 

Slı e hung abo\ r e those fragrant tre aşure®, 
Beııding to drink their bdmy airs, 

As if slıe nık’d her soul with theirs. 

And ’t was, indeed, the perfume ehed 
From fknv’rs and scented flame, that fed 
Her eharaıed life —*for none had e*er 
Beheld lıer tasle of ınortal fare, 

Nor ever m augkt earthly dip, 

But the morn’s dew, her roseate lip 
Filfd with the cool, inspiring emeli, 

Th* Enchantress now begins her apeli, 

Thns singing as she winds and ıveavcs 
In mystic form the glittering leaves: — 

I know where the winged visions d ireli 
That around the night-bed play ; 

I know each herb and üow , ret , s beli, 

Where they hide their wings by d ay 
Then hasten we, maid, 

To twine our braid, 

To-monow the dreams and fiowers will fade. 

The iınage of love, that nightly fileş 
T o risit the bashful maid, 























LâJLLA. RÖOKH. 


SJ2 


Steals from the j as mine flower, that e%ha 
its s duI, Kke her, m the elıade. 

The dream of a fnture, happler hour, 

That alights on misery’s brow, 

Sprnıgs out of the eilvery almond-flov^r, 

That bloome on a leaflesa bough, 

Then has ten ive, maid, 

To £wine onr braid, 

To-moxxow the dreams and fîowers ivil! fade* 

The vision e, that oft to ırorldly ey es 
The glitter of mines ımfold, 
lnhabit the mountain-herb, that dyes 
The fcooth of tho faıvn îike gold, 

The phantom ehapes — oh touclı not the m —- 
That appal the murdh'er’s sightj 
Lurk in the fleshy mandrake’s steno, 

That ehrîcks, when plııckM at night \ 

Then hastcn we, mal d, 

To twine oıır braid, 

Tû-morrûw the dreams and tlowers will fade, 

The dream of the injnred, patient mind, 

That smiles with the wxongs of men, 

Is fon od in the hrnised and ıvonnded rind 
Of the cinnamon ? svveetest then, 

Then hasten maid, 

To tıvine oıır braid, 

To-morroıv the dream s and floıvers wüi fade. 

No sooner w&g the üoıvhy erown 
Plaeed on her lıead, than sieep came down t 
Gently as mghts of sunımer fail, 

Upon the îids of Nounnahal 
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And, suddenly, a tunefd breeze, 

Aa full of small, rich harmonles 
Aa ever wmd, that o 5 er the tents 
Of Azab blew, w as full of scents, 

Steala on her ear, and fioats and swel!s, 

Llke Üıe first air of morning creeping 
Into thoae wreathy, Hed Sea shells, 

Where Love himself, of ol d, lay sleepmg; 
And now a Spirit form’d, ’t wou!d seem. 

Of music and of light, — ao fair, 

So brilliantLy his features boam. 

And such a sound ıa in Üıe air 
Of sweetncaa when he waves his wings, — 
Hovers aroiınd her, and Üıtıs sings : 


pfom Chindara’s warbling fount I come, 

CalPd by that moonlight garland’s apeli; 
Fıom Chmdara’a fcunt, my falry home, 

Where in music, moın and night, I dwelL 
Wheiû lutes in Üıe air are heard about. 

And voices are singing the whole day long. 
And every sigh tlıe he art brenthes ou t 
Is turıı’d, as it leavcs the lipş, to song: 
Hither I come 
From my fairy kome, 

And if there ’s a magic in Mnsic’s strain, 

I sırear by Üıe breath 
Öf that moonlight ıvreath, 

Thy Lover ahali sigh at thy feet ağam. 


For mine is Üıe lay that lightly fioats, 

And mine are the mumfnng, dying notes, 
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Tirat fail as Soft as snow on the sea, 

And mel t in the hcart as instantly; — 

And the passionate strahı that, deeply going 
Re fin e s tlıe bosom it tremblos throughj 
As the mask-wmdj över the water blotvlng, 
Rulfles the wave, but sweetens it ton* 

Mine is the charm 3 wlıose mystic sway 
The Spirits of pas t Delight obey ; — 

Let but^ the tuneful talisman soıınd, 

And Öıey come, İlke geni i, hovYing round. 
And mine is the gentîe song that bears 
From soul te soul, the wishes af Jove 3 
As a birdj that wafts through genial airs 
The dnnamon-seed from grove to grove* 

’T is I that mingle in one sweet measure 
The past, the present, and future of pleosure ; 
When Memory links tlıe feone that is göne 
With tlıe blissful tone that ? s stil1 in tlıe e ar 
And Hepe from a heavenly note flies on 
To a note more heavenly stili that is near. 

The ıvarrior’s he art, when touch’d by me 3 
Can as dorvny soft and as yielding be 
As lıis own t vHte plrnnej that high om id death 
Through the fıeld has shone—yet moves wiUı 
a breatk! 

And, oh, hotr the ey es of Beauty glisten^ 
Wheıt Music has reach’d her inward son], 
Like the s ilen t atare, that wink and listen 
While Heaven’s etemal melodi es roll 
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So hither I ceme 
From ıny fairy homc, 

And if tlıere ’s a magic in Music’s strain 
î Bwear by tlıe breath 
Of that moonlighl ıvreath, 

Thy lover slıall sigh at thy feet ağam. 

»T is dawn — at Icast that earlier ton, 

Wliûse glimpses are ağam wlthdmwn l 
As if tlıe mora had ıvaked, and then 
ghut dese her lids of light agaîm 
AndTNourmahal is ap, and trying 
The woaders of her Me, whose stringu — 

Oh blİBS I —no w rmırmnr like the siglıİng 
From that ambrosial Spirifs wmgs* 

And tlıen, her voıce — ’t ıa more than humarı— 
Nevetj till no w, had itbeen given 
To lips of aay mortal woman 

To utter notes so ftesh from keaven; 

Sweet as the breath of angel sîghs, 

When angel aiglıs are most divine, — 

« Oh l let it îaat tıîl night,” she cries, 

« And he is more than ever mine*” 

And lıourly she renews the lay, 

So fearful Iest ita heavhdy s^eetneas 
Shonldj ere tlıe evenıngj fade away, — 

For things so heav’nly have snch fleetnesf 
But, far from fading, it but growa 
Richer, dıviner aa it fîowa; 

Till rapt she dweBa on every strmg, 

And poura again each sound &long t 
Like echo, lost and languishing, 

In love witîı her own wondrous song* 
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Tîrnt evening, (trusting that his soul 
Might be from hauntmg love releaaed 
By ndrth, by mıısic, and the bow],) 

Th 1 Imperial Selim held a feast 
in his magnifieent Shalimar: — 
în whose Saloons, when the fîrst star 
Öf evening o’er the waters trembled, 

The Valley’s loveliest ali assembled 5 
Ali the bright creatures that, like dreams, 

Glide throu gh its foliage, and drink be&ms 
Of beauty from its founts and streams; 

And ali t bos e wand 7 ring minstrel-maids, 

Who leave —hoıv can they leave?-~the slıadea 
Of that dear Valley, and are found 
Singîng in gar dans of the South 
Tlıose songs, that ne’er no sweetly stmnd 
As from n yonng Cashmerıan’s ınouth* 

There, too, the Haranfs iıımates emile; — 

Maids from the West, with sun-bright hair, 
And from the Gardens of the Wile 3 
Delicate as the roses there i-— 

Daughters of Love from Cypttıs* rocks, 

WiÜı Paphian diamonds in tlıeir loeks: — 

Lıke Peri formsu sn oh as they are 
On the gold meads of Gandahar; 

And they, before whose sleepy eyes, 

In tlıeir own bright Kathn.ian borc^ 

Sparkle such rainbow butterflies, 

That they migîıt faney the rich flow*rs, 

That rotmd them in the sun lay sighing, 

Had been by magic ali set İtying. 

Eveıy thing young, every thing fair 
From East and West is blushing there, 
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Kxc-ept — except — oh, Nourmahall 
Thou loveliest, dearest of them ali, 

Tlıe one, whose sıııile shone out alope, 
Amidst a wor!d the only one; 

Whose light, arnong ao many lights, 

Was İlke that star oti starry nights, 

The seaman singles from the sky, 

Tq steer his bark for etfcr by! 

Thou wert not the re — so Setim thought, 

And every tlıing seonfd drcar withotıt tkee 
But, alı! tJıoıı wertj thou werL—and brought 
Thy clıaruı of song ali freslı about thee 
Miuglİng Linnoticed wıth a band 
Of lutanists from many a land, 

And veiFd by such a mask as shades 
The features of young Arab maids } * 

A mask that leaves but one cye free, 

To do its best in wîtchery, — 
ghe rovedj with be atin g heart, aroundj 
And waited, trembiing, for the mimıte, 
When eke might try if stili the sound 
Of her loved lute hadnnagic in it> 


The board was spread with fruits and wİno j 
With grapes of gold, like those that skine 
On Casbiu’s hihs:—pomegranates fuü 
Of melting sweetness, and the pear^ 

And sonniest apples that Caubul 
in ali its thousand gar den a bears; — 
Plantains, the golden and the green, 
Malaya’s nectar’d mangusteen; 

Vrunes of Bokham, and aweet nuts 
From the far grovca of Samaıcand 
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And Basra dates, and apricots, 

Seed of the Sun, from İran’a land;— 
With rich c ons er ve of Visım cherries, 

Öf orangc flowers ? and of tlıose berries 
That, wild and fresh, the young gazeli es 
Feed on in Erae’s rocky dells, 

Ali these in rkhest vases emile, 

In basite ts of püre sandaWo o d, 

And urns of porcelain from that isle 
Sunk undenıeath the Indian flood, 
Whence ofl the lucky diver brings 
Vases to grace the halis of kings* 

Wines, toöj of every elime and hue, 
Around their llquid lustre thr ew ; 

Amber Rosolh, — the bright de w 
From vineyards of tlıe Greerı-Sea gushing 
And Shiraz wme, that rıcMy ran 
As if tlıat jewel, larg e and rare, 

The raby for \vhich Kublai Khan 
Offer’d u city’s wealth s waa blushing, 
Melted within the gobleis there! 

# 

And amply Selim quafFs of eaclı, 

And seems resolyed the flöotkshall reach 
His inward Iıeart, — ekedding around 
A genini delege, as tlıey ra d, 

That soon shall leave no spot ırndro^n’d, 
For Lcve to rest his wings uporu 
He little knew how well the boy 
Can float upon a goblefs streams, 
Lighting thom with his s mile of joy; — 
As barda ha ve ecen hu n in their dreams, 
Down tlıe blue Gangeş laughİng glide 
Upon a rosy lotus wreath, ı 
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Catching new lustre from the tide 
That witft his ıraage sftcme benenth* 

# 

But wbat are cups, witboııt the aid 
Of song to speed them as thcy flow ? 

And see — a lorely Georgian maîd, 

Wıth aU the bloom, tlıe freslıen’d g!ow 
Of her own country mtudens’ looks, 

When wann they lise froın TcHis’ brooks; 

And with an ey e * whose restless ray, 

FuU, flonting, dark — oh, he who knows 
His heaıt is weak, of Heav’ıı ebonit] pmy 
To guard hini from s udi ey e s as those! — 

With a TOİuptuoııs wildness flings 
Her eno wy hand across tlıe strings 
Of a syrinda, and thus sings: - 

Come lıitlıer, come hitlıer ■—by night and by day, 

W e linger in pleasures that neırer are göne \ 

Like the waves of the sımımcr, as one dies away, 
Another as sweet and as shining comes on. 

And the love that is o*er, in espiring, gives birth 
To a new one as ^varro, as unecjualfd iıı bliss \ 
And, ob! if Aerc be aıı Elyaftım on earth, 
ît is this, it is this. 

Here maidens are sighingj and frngrant the ir siglı 
As the dowV of the Amra just oped by a bee \ 
And precious tbeir tears aa that rain from tlıe sky, 
Which tums into pearls as it falis in the ses# 

Oh 1 think what tlıe Iriss and tlıe smile nrnst be woıth 
When dış sigh and the tear are so perfect in bliss 
And own if there be an Elyaftım on earth, 

It is this, it is this. 
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Höre sparklcs the nectar, thatj hollou^d oy love, 

Could dra\v down tlıose angels of old from theîrsplıer^ 
\Vho for w i ne of tlıis earth left tîıe fountains above, 
And forgot Iıenv’rfs stars for the ey es we have here 
And, bless’d ıvith the odor our goblet gives forth, 
What Spirit the mveets of his Eden would miss ? 
İ'or, oh! if there be an EIysİum on earth, 

It is thiSj it is this, 

The Georgian*e song was scaıoely mute, 

When tîıe sanıe measure, eound for sound, 

W as cauglıt up by anothcr lute, 

AnÛ so divinely breatbed arornıd, 

That ali stood huslfd and wondering, 

And turn’d and look’d into the air, 

As if they thought to see tlıe wing 
Of İsrafil, the angel, Üıere 5 — 

So pt>w’rfully on ev’ry &oul 
That ne w, enclıanted m e aşure s t ol e* 

While now a voice, eweet as the 110te 
Of tlıe charnfd lute, was iıeard ta İloat 
Along ite chords, and so entıvine 
Its sounds with theirs, that none knew whetü0i 
The voice or lute was most divinç, 

So wondrously they vrent togetlıer : — 

TJıere ’s a bliss heyond a 31 that the minstrel has told, 
When two, that are link’d in one heavhıly tie, 

VVith beart never changmg, and brow never cold, 

Love on tlırotıgh ali iUs, and love on İlil they die î 
One höur of a passiön so saored is vrorth. 

Whole agea of heartless and wandering bliss 
And, oh! if there be an Elysium on earth* 

It is thîfl, it is tlıis. 
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*T was not the air, ? t was not the Tvorda, 
But tlıat deep magic m tlıe chords 
And in the lips, that gave such pow*r 
As Music knew not tül that houn 
At önce a hundred voices said, 
ü Tt m tlıe mank’d Arabiaıı nıaid! n 
WMle Selim, who had felt the stram 
Deepest of any, and had lain 
Stmıe mi mı t es rapt, as in a trance, 

After tlıe fairy souııds were o*er, 

Too inly ton cif d for utterance, 

Noıv motion’d with hk hand for mora 


Fly to the desert, fly with me, 

O ur Aralı tents are rude for tîıee ; 

But, oh I tlıe choice what heart can doubt, 
Of tente wiüı love, or thronea without ? 


Oar rocks are roogh, but sıniling there 
Th’ acacia waves her yellow hair, 

Lonely and eweet, nor loved the less 
For âow*ring İn a wÜderness* 

* 

Our snnds are hare, but down their slop© 
The siJvVy-footed antelope 
As gracefully and gayly springa 
As o’er the marble courts of kiugs. 


Tlıen ceme — thy Arab nıaid w ili be 
Tho loved and İtme aeacia-treo, 

The antelope, wlıose feet s hail bless 

W itli their light soand thy loneîiııess 
L9* 
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Oh î there are looke and tones that daıt 
An instant sunshine through the heart, — 
As if the soul that minute c&ught 
Some treasure it through life had sought; 

As if the very lips and ey es, 

Predestined te have ali our sighs. 

And never be forgot again, 

Sparkled and spoke before us then T 

Sn came tby ev’ıy glance and tene 
When first on me they breathed and ehone 
Newr ? as if hrought from other epheres, 

Fet ıvekome as if îoved far yeara 

Then fly with me, — if tlıou hast known 
Ne other fîarne, nor falsely tfıroıvn 
A gem away 5 that 4 hon hadst bwq rn 
Shoîüd ever in thy heart be ironi. 

Ceme, if the love thou hoşt for rae 3 
Is püre and fresk as mine fer fchee, — 
Fresh as the fountaın under ground, 

Wiıen first ’t is by the Iapwing found* 

But if fer me thou dost forsake 
Some other maid, and rudely hreak 
Her irorskipp’d image from ita base 
Te give te me the ruhfd pkce , — 

Tiıen, fare thee well — 1 5 d rather make 
My bewer npon seme icy lake 
When thawing sıms begkı te ehıne, 

Than trust to love so fal s e aa thine [ 
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There waa a pathos in this lay, 

Tlıat, ev’n without enehantment’a art, 
Woold instanüy have foımd it s ıvay 
Deep into Selimi bummg heart, 

But, breathing, as it dıd, a tone 
To earthly lutes and lipa unknown; 

With every chord fresh from the toucn 
Of Music’s Spirit — ’tıvas too nmch! 
Starting, he daslıM awav the cup,— 
Whicb, ali the time of this sweet air, 

His hand had lıeld, untasted, up. 

As İf J £ irere fix 3 d by magic there, - * 

And naming her, so long un name d, 

So long unseen, wjîdly esclaim’d, 

" Oh Nourmahal I oh Noumıahai I 
Hadst thou but srnıg this ıvitching strain, 
I could forget — forgive thce ali, 

And never leave those eyes again” 

The mask is off— the charın is wröught- 
And Selim to his heart has caııght, 

In blushes, more than ever bright, 

His Nourmahal, his Haraufs Light! 

And well do vanisidd frowns enhanee 
The charm of every brighten’d glance ; 
And dearer seems each dawning smile 
For haviug lost its light awhile ; 

And, happier m\v fbr ali her sİghs, 

As on his arın her Iıe ad reposos, 

S he ıvhispers him, with laughing oyes, 

* Rem amber, İove, the Feast of Roses ,fl 
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Fadlabeen, at the conclusion of this light ıbapsody, 
ta ok occasion to sum up lıis opinion of the yomıg Caah 
merıan’s poetry, — of whichj he trusted, they had that 
evening hcard the last, Having recapitulatcd tlıe 
epithets, “frivolous n — K inhamıonious M — « nonsensi- 
cal,” he proceeded to say that, viewing it in the most 
favorable light, it resem bled one of those Maldivian 
boats, to ırinclı the Princess had alluded in the reJation 
of lıer dream, — a sİightj giîded Ehing, sent adrift wîth- 
out mdder or baJîast, and wfth nothing but vapıd swee£s 
and faded Qowers on board, The profusion, indeed of 
flowers and birde, which this poct Jıad ready on ali 
oecaskms,—not to mentiou deıvs, geme, &c* — waa a 
most oppressive kİııd of opulence to his lıearers; and 
had the ımlucky effect of giving to his style ali the 
glitter of the flower-garden without ita method, and ali 
the flutter of tlıe aviary witlıout ite song. In addition 
to this, he chose his subjccts badly, and was always 
most inspıred by the ^orst ports of them. The charms 
of paganism, the merits of rebellion, — these were the 
themes honored wîth his particukr enthusiasfh; and, in 
the poem jnsfc reoited, one of his most palitable passages 
was in proise of that beverttge of the Unfaitlıfiıl, wine; 
"T i£ being, perlıaps,” said he, relaxing into a emile, aş 
conscious of his o \m character in tlıe Haram on this 
point, * one of those barda tvİiosg fancy owes ali its 
illumination to tlıe grape, İlke that painted porcelaîn, 
so euriotıs and so r&re, whose images are only vısible 
when lîquor is poured into it,” Upon the whole, it was 
hia opmıoîi, frorn the specimeııs which they had heard, 
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and whiciı, he begged to say, weıe the most tiresome 
part of the journey, that —■ whatever other merits thia 
weh-dressed young gentleraan might posscss—poetry 
was by no means his proper avoeation j ts and indeed,* 
concluded Ûig critic, “ from his fondnesa îbr flowers 
and for birds, I wonld venture to suggest that a florist 
or a bird-eatciıcr is a much more auitable calliag for 
iıim Ihan a poet” 

They had no w begun to ascend those hanen moun- 
tainsj which sepamte Coshmere from the rest of India ; 
and, as the heats irere mfeolerable, and the time of their 
encampments limİted to the few hours necess&ıy for 
refreshment and repose, there waa m end to ali their 
dcîiglıtful evenings, and Lalla RooMı saw no more of 
Feramorz, She no w felt that her short dream of hap- 
pirtess vt'as över, and that she had nothing but the 
reeolleetkm of ita few blıssful hours, like the one 
draught of sweet ıvater that serves Üıe camel across 
the wildomess, to be her heart’s refreshment duriîıg the 
dremry ıvaste of life that w as before her, Tlıe blıglıt 
that had fallen upon her spirits soon fonu d its w ay to 
her cheek, and her ladies saw wîth regret— though not 
mtiıout some sospicion of the cause—that the bcauty 
of their mistre&s, of whicl they were aîmoat as proud 
as of their own, was fos t vanishing uway at the very 
moment of ali when she had most need of it What 
must the King of Bucharia feel, when, instead of the 
lively and beautiful Laha Rookh, whom tlıe poets of 
Delhi had described as more perfect than the divinest 
images in the house of A^or, he shoııld rcceive a pale 
and inamrnate victim, upon whose cheek neither health 
nor pleasure bloomed, and from whose eyes Love had 
flerî,—to hide himaelf in her heart ? 

If any thmg could have charmed away the mel 
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ancnoly of heî spiıits, it woul4 have be en tîıe fresb 
airş and cnchanting scenery of that Yalley, which the 
Persiana so justîy called the Uneçualled* But neither 
the cooîncss of its atmosphere, so lımırious after toil- 
ing up tlıose hare and burning mcmntama, — neither 
the spleftdor of the minarets and pagodas, that shone 
ou t from ihe depth of ite u r oödSj nor the grottoes, her- 
mitages, and miraculous fountains, whıch make evcry 
spot of that region holy grouild, —ncither tJıe countlcsa 
waterfaLls } that rush into the VaHey from ali those high 
and romaııtie mountains that ene ir el e it, nor the fair 
city on the Lake, whose houses, roofed with fiowers f 
appearcd at a distance like one vast and varıegatcd 
parterce;— not ali these wonders and glories of the 
most lovely country un der the sun could steal her heart 
for a minute from those sad thoughts, whieh but dark- 
enedj and grew bitter er eypry step she advauced» 

The gay pomps and processions that met her upon 
her efıtrance into the Vallcy, and the magnificence wiüi 
whiclı the roads ali along were decorated, diâ lıonor to 
the taste and gallûntry of the yotıng King İt was 
night when tlıey approached the city, and, for the İnat 
two miles, tlıey had possed nndcr arches, thrown from 
hedge to hedge, festooned witîı only tlıose rarest roses 
from which the Attar Gul, more prccions than gold, is 
dietilled, and illumrnated in rich and fanciful forma 
ıritlı lantems of the trîple-colored tortoise-sholl of Pegu. 
Sometimes, from a dark t,yoq& t by the side of the road, 
a dispîay of fireworks would break emt, so surîden and 
a o brilliant, that a Brahjçum might faney he beheld that 
grove, in whoae pgrple shade the God of Battles wm 
borci, bursting into a flame af the moment of his birth; 
— whıle, at other times, a quıck and playful irradiatloü 
coTiünned fco brighten nll the ields and gardens hv 
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which they passed, forming a line of dancing Hgbta 
aloug the horkon; Hke tlıe meteor of the nortiı ag 
they are seen by tlıose knnters, who pursue tlıe white 
and blue foxes on the conlines of the ley Sea. 

These arehes and fireworks delighted tlıe Ladies of 
tho Princess exceeding]y; and witlı their tısual good 
logic, they dcduced from lııs taste for illuminatlons, 
tlıat the Ring of Bucharia would make the most exen> 
plary hutsband imagîhable* Nor, iııdeed, coııld Laik 
Rooklı herself help feeling the kindness and aplendor 
witJı which the yonng bridegroom welcomcd her j — 
but she also felt how painful is tlıe gratitudo, which 
kindjıeös from tiıose we carmot love excites j and tlıat 
their best bkndisbmcnts conae över the heart with ali 
tlıat e killi ng and deadly swectness 3 which we can faney 
in tlıe colt^ otlorlferous wind tlıat is to b!ow över this 
eartlı in the last d ay s. 

The marrîage was fixed for the morning afler her 
arrival, when shc w as, for tlıe first time, to be presented 
to the monarch in that Imperial Palace beyond the 
lake, called the Shalimar. Though never beforo had a 
night of more ıvakeful and anzious thought been passed 
in tlıe Happy Valley, yet, when she rose in the morning 
and her Ladies came aı ound her, to ansist in the adjusfc- 
ment of the bridal omaments, they tlıought they had 
never seen her look half so beantifub What she had 
lost of tlıe bloom and radianey of her charms was more 
tîıan made up by that mtellectual e^presiion, tlıat sotıl 
beaming from tlış.eyes, which in wortlı ali the rest of 
loveliness, When they had tinged her fingers wîth the 
Henna leaf, and placed upon her brow a small ooronet 
of jewels, of the shape wom by the ancient Q,ueens of 
Bucharia, they ftnng över her hoad tlıe rose-colorod 
bridal veilj and she proceeded to the harge that vvas to 
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convcy her across the lake; — first kissîng, with a 
mournfuî look, the little amolet of comelian which her 
Father at partin g had hung about her neck. 

The moming was as fresk and fair as the nraid on 
udıose nuptials it roso, and tJıc slıhıing lake ali covered 
with boats, the minstrels playing npon the slıores of the 
islandâj ^ıd the croırded smnmer-houses on the green 
hiils arotrad, with shavvls and baııners waving from 
tkeir roofsj presented such a ’picture of aniınated 
rejoicing-, as only s he wlıo tras the ohject of it ali, did 
not feel w itli tr an spor t To Lalla Jtooklı alone it waa 
a melaucholy pûgeant; nor coıtld she havc even borne 
to bok upon tlıe seenej trere it not for a hope tirat, 
among the crowds aroaıfÖ, she miglıt önce mor e perhaps 
catch a gîimpse of Feramorz. Bo much was lıer 
imaginatîon haımtecî b}^ thb thought, that thcre* w as 
scarccly an islet or hoat she passed on the way, at 
which her heart did not flutter with the momentaıy 
fancy tirat he w as there, Hııppy, in her ey es, the hum- 
Mest slave upoh whom tlıe light of his deaT looks fell 1 
— In the bargef immediately after the Princess sat 
Fadladeerîj with his silken curtains thrdwn widely apart, 
tlıat ali miglıt have the benefit of his august presence, 
and \vith his head full of the epeech he w as to deliver 
to tlıe King, “eonceming Fommorz, and literatüre, and 
the Clıahuk, a s connectcd tlıeremlh.” 

They no w had eııterod the canal \vhi eh leads from the 
Lake to the sjfrendirl domes and saloons of the Shalinıar, 
un d weııt glidiııg on through tlıe gardetıs that ascended 
from each bank, fail of üowering shnıbs that made tho 
aır an perfume; while from tlıe middle of the cana] 
rose jete of water, smooth and unbrokert, to such a 
dazzling height, that tfiey etood İlke tali pillars of 
diamond in the sımshine. After sailing under tho 
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arches of various saloons, they üt length mmved at 
the last and most magmficeıit, ^here the monarch 
awaitod the coming of his bridc; and suclı was the 
Rgitation of hor İnekti and frame, tlıat it wüs with 
difficulty sho could walk ııp the marble steps whiclı 
çvere covered with cloth of gold for her ascent fi'Oir the 
kargo. At the eııd of the hali stood two Üttonea, m 
precious as the Ceruiean Throne of Coolburga, on onc 
of wlıich sat Alim, the youthfııl Kmg of Bucharia, and 
on the other was, in a feıv rninutes, to be placcd the 
most beantifııl Princess in the worltl Immediately 
upon the entrance of Lalla Rookh into the saloon, the 
monarclı dese en d ed from his throne to ine et her; but 
ecarcely had he tunç to lake her hand in his, when elıe 
screanıed w itli surprîse, and faİnted at his feet, It was 
Feranıorz İlimself that stood beforeherl — Feramorz, 
wag, himself, the Sovereigtı of Bucharia, ™ho in tlıis 
disguise had accompamed his young bride from Delhi 
and, having won her love as an lıumble minstrel, now 
amply deserved to enjoy it as a Kmg, ? 

The consternation of Fadladeen at this diseovory 
was, för the moment, almost pıtİable. But change of 
opinion ia a resoıırce too convenient in coarts for thıs 
esperienced courtier not to avail himself of it His 
criticisms were ali, of course, recanted instantly: he 
was seised with an admiration of the King’s verses, as 
unbounded as, hc bcgged hini to believe, it ^as dişin- 
tereste d; and the followmg week şamilim in possessioD 
of an additional plac'e, sweaxing by ali the Saınts of 
İslam tlıat never had there exısted so great a post as 
the Monarch Aliris, and, moreover, ready to prescrıbe 
his fayorite regimen of the Chabuk for every man, 
ıroman, and child tha^dared to ihink otherwise. 

Of the happiness of the K mg and Q,ueen of Bucharia. 

so 
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after mch. a beginnİng, tlıere can be but little doubt 
and, tırnong the lesscr symptoms, it is recorded of Lalla 
RooMı, tJıat, to the day of her death, in memory of tlıelr 
delightfııl jouraey, sîıe never e idle d the King by any 
wther name than Feramorz- 


♦ 


m 



% 


P 























